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THE   THREE   CLERKS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

MRS.    woodward's    REQUEST. 

We  will  now  go  back  for  a  while  to  Hampton.  The 
author,  for  one,  does  so  with  pleasure.  Though 
those  who  dwell  there  be  not  angels,  yet  it  is 
better  to  live  with  the  Woodwards  and  Harry 
Norman,  mth  Uncle  Bat,  or  even  with  the  un- 
fortunate Charley,  than  with  such  as  Alaric  and 
Undy  Scott.  The  man  who  is  ever  looking  after 
money  is  fitting  company  only  for  the  devils,  of 
whom,  indeed,  he  is  already  one. 

But  Charley  cannot  any  longer  be  called  one 
of  the  cottage  circle.  It  was  now  the  end  of 
October,  and  since  the  day  of  his  arrest  he  had 
not  yet  been  there.  He  had  not  been  asked ;  nor 
would  he  go  uninvited,  as  after  Avhat  had  passed 
at  Hampton  Com't  Bridge  he  surely  might  have 
done. 

And  consequently  they  were  all  unhappy.  'No 
one  was  more  so  than  Charley.  "Wlien  the  pros- 
pect of  the  happy  evening  with  Norah  had  been 
so  violently  interrupted  by  his  arrest,  he  had, 
among  his  other  messages,  sent  word  to  the  Cat 
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and  Wliistle,  excusing  Ms  absence  by  a  state- 
ment of  the  true  cause.  From  that  day  to  tliis 
of  which  we  are  now  speaking  he  had  seen  neither 
Mrs.  Davis  nor  her  idkx p^otecjee.  Such  advance 
he  made  in  his  path  of  improvement,  if  no 
further.  In  this,  probably,  he  will  receive  but 
little  credit ;  for  in  staying  away  he  followed  the 
dictates  of  his  inclination.  But  it  was  something 
done,  that  his  inclination  should  have  changed. 

Norman,  as  v/e  have  said,  paid  Mr.  Outerman's 
debt,  and  thus  largely  increased  that  due  to  him- 
self When  Charley,  overwhelmed  with  the 
weight  of  obligation,  again  declared  his  inten- 
tion of  leaving  Mrs.  Eichards'  house  so  that  he 
might  no  longer  be  a  burden  to  his  friend,  Nor- 
man, vv^ith  all  the  love,  and  all  the  authority  of 
a  brother,  forbade  him  to  do  so,  and  forbade 
Mrs.  Eichards  to  permit  his  things  to  leave  the 
house.  So  Charley  remained  on,  at  some  times  re- 
pentant and  steady,  v\^orking hard  for  the  "Daily 
Delight,"  and  at  other  times  breaking  out  in  sad 
disorder,  spending  his  nights  with  Scatterall  at 
the  dancing  saloon  of  Seville,  and  returning  with 
daylight  to  his  lodgings,  not  always  in  a  state 
of  perfect  sobriety. 

Nor  were  they  better  contented  at  the  Cottage. 
Mrs.  Woodward  was  harassed  by  different  feel- 
ings and  different  fears,  which  together  made  her 
very  unhappy.  Her  Katie  Was  still  ill ;  not  ill 
indeed  so  that  she  was  forced  to  keep  her  bed, 
and  receive  daily  visits  from  pernicious  doctors. 
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bnt,  nevertheless,  so  ill  as  to  make  a  mother  very 
anxious. 

She  had  never  been  qnite  strong,  quite  herself, 
from  the  night  of  Mrs.  Yal's  dance.  The  doctor 
who  had  attended  her  declared  that  her  ducking 
in  the  river  had  given  her  cold,  and  this,  not 
ha\ang  been  duly  checked,  still  hung  about  her. 
Then  she  had  been  taken  to  a  physician  in  Lon- 
don, w^ho  poked  her  on  the  back  and  tapped  her 
on  the  breast,  listened  to  her  lungs  tln^ough  a 
wooden  pipe — such  w^as  the  account  which  Katie 
gave  herself  wdien  she  returned  home — and  pre- 
scribed rum  and  milk  and  cod's  liver  oil,  declaring, 
with  an  authoritative  nod,  that  there  Tvas  no 
organic  disease, — as  yet. 

"And  what  shall  Vv^e  do  with  her,  doctor?" 
asked  Mrs.  Woodw^ard. 

"  Groonw^ith  the  rum  and  milk  and  cod's  liver 
oil,  you  can't  do  better." 

"  And  the  cough,  doctor?  " 

"  Why,  if  that  doesn't  go  before  the  cold  w^ea- 
ther  begins,  you  may  as  well  take  her  to  Torquay 
for  the  winter." 

Oh !  consumption,  thou  scourge  of  England's 
beauty !  how^  many  mothers,  gasping  with  ill- 
suppressed  fears,  have  listened  to  such  words  as 
these — have  listened  and  then  hoped;  listened 
again  and  hoped  again,  with  fainter  hopes ;  have 
listened  again,  and  hoped  no  more  I 

But  there  w^as  much  on  Mrs.  Woodward's 
mind  w^hich  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  tell  to 
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any  doctor,  but  which  still  left  in  her  breast  an 
impression  that  she  was  perhaps  keeping  bach  the 
true  cause  of  Katie's  illness.  Charley  had  not 
been  at  Hampton  since  his  arrest,  and  it  was  ma- 
nifest to  all  that  Katie  was  therefore  wretched. 

"  But  why  do  you  not  ask  him,  mama  ?  "  she 
had  urged  when  her  mother  suggested  that  he 
stayed  away  because  he  did  not  like  to  show  him- 
self after  what  had  occurred.  "What  will  he 
think  of  us  ?  he  that  saved  my  life,  mama  !  Oh, 
mama  !  you  promised  to  forgive  him.  Do  ask 
him.     You  know  he  wdll  come  if  you  ask  him." 

Mrs.  Woodward  could  not  explain  to  her,  could 
not  explain  to  any  one  why  she  did  not  invite 
him.  Norman  guessed  it  all,  and  Mrs.  Wood- 
ward saw  that  he  had  done  so  ;  but  still  she  could 
not  talk  to  him  of  Katie's  feelings,  could  not  tell 
him  that  she  feared  her  child  was  heart-laden 
with  so  sad  a  love.  So  Mrs.  Woodward  had  no 
confidant  in  her  sorrow,  no  counsel  which  she 
could  seek  to  aid  her  own  wavering  judgment. 
It  was  prudent,  she  thought,  that  Katie  and 
Charley  should  be  kept  apart — prudent !  was  it 
not  even  imperative  on  her  to  save  her  child  from 
such  a  fate  ?  But  then,  when  she  saw  the  rosy 
cheek  grow  pale  by  degrees,  as  she  watched  the 
plump  little  arms  grow  gradually  thin  and  wan, 
as  those  high  spirits  fell  and  that  voice  which  had 
ever  been  so  frequent  in  the  house  and  so  clear, 
when  the  sound  of  it  became  low  and  rare,  then 
her  heart  would  misgive  her,  and  she  would  all 
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but  resolve  to  take  the  only  step  whicli  she  knew 
would  bring  a  bright  gleam  on  her  child's  face, 
and  give  a  happy  tone  to  her  darling's  voice. 

During  the  earlier  portion  of  these  days  Katie 
had  with  eager  constancy  reiterated  her  request 
that  Charley  should  be  asked  to  Hampton ;  but 
of  a  sudden  her  prayers  ceased.  She  spoke  no 
more  of  Charley,  asked  no  longer  after  his  com- 
ing, ceased  even  to  inquire  frequently  of  his 
welfare.  But  yet,  when  his  name  was  mentioned, 
she  would  open  vdde  her  bright  eyes,  would 
listen  w^ith  all  her  ears,  and  show  only  too 
plainly  to  one  who  watched  her  as  a  mother  only 
can  watch,  what  w^ere  the  thoughts  which  filled 
her  heart. 

"  Linda,"  she  had  said  one  night,  as  they  sat 
in  their  room,  preparing  themselves  for  bed, 
"  Linda,  why  does  not  mama  invite  Charley  to 
come  down  to  Hampton?" 

"  Oh  !  I  don't  know,"  said  Linda ;  who,  how- 
ever, if  she  did  not  know,  was  not  far  wrong  in 
the  guess  she  made.  "  I  suppose  she  thinks 
he'd  be  ashamed  to  show  himself  after  ha^dng 
been  in  prison." 

"  Ashamed !  Why  should  he  be  ashamed  after 
so  long  ?  Didn't  you  hear  Harry  say  that  the 
same  thing  often  happens  to  young  men  ?  Is  he 
never  to  come  here  again  ?  Dear  Linda,  I  know 
you  know ;  do  tell  me." 

"  Well,  I'm  sure  I  do  not  know,  if  that's  not 
the  reason." 
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"  Oil  1  Linda,  dear  Linda,  yes  3^011  do,"  said 
Katie,  throwing  lierself  on  her  knees,  resting  her 
arms  on  lier  sister's  lap  and  looking  np  wist- 
fully into  her  sister's  face.  Her  long  hair  was 
streaming  down  her  back ;  her  white,  naked  feet 
peeped  out  from  beneath  her  bedroom  dress,  and 
large  tears  glistened  in  her  eyes.  Who  could 
have  resisted  the  prayers  of  such  a  suppliant? 
Certainly  not  Linda,  the  soft-hearted  Linda.   • 

"  Do  tell  me,"  continued  Katie,  "  do  tell  me — 
I  am  sure  you  know ;  and,  Linda,  if  it  is  ^vrong 
to  ask  mama  about  it,  I'll  never,  never  ask  her 
again.  I  know  mama  is  unhappy  about  it.  If 
my  asking  is  wrong,  I'll  not  make  her  unhappy 
any  more,  in  that  way." 

Linda,  for  a  while,  did  not  know  what  to  an- 
swer. Her  hesitating  manner  immediately  re- 
vealed to  Katie  that  there  v/as  a  secret,  and  that 
her  sister  could  tell  it  if  she  w^ould. 

"  Oh !  Linda,  do  tell  me,  do  tell  me,  dear 
Linda;  you  ought  to  tell  me  for  mama's  sake." 

At  last,  with  much  hesitation,  Linda  told  her 
the  v/hole  tale.  "Perhaps  mama  thinks  that 
you  are  too  fond  of  Charley." 

An  instant  light  flushed  across  Katie's  heart  — 
across  her  heart,  and  brain,  and  senses.  Not 
another  word  was  necessary  to  explain  to  her 
the  whole  mystery,  to  tell  the  vdiole  tale,  to  re- 
veal to  her  the  secret  of  her  own  love,  of  her 
mother's  fears,  and  of  his  assumed  unwilHngness. 
She   got  up  slowly  from  her  knees,  kissed  her 
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sister's  cheek  and  neck,  smiled  at  lier  so  sweetly, 
SO  sadly,  and  tlien  sitting  on  her  old  seat,  began 
playing  ^vitli  her  long  hair,  and  gazing  at  va- 
cancy. 

"It  is  only  what  I  guess,  you  know,  Katie — 
you  w^ould  make  me  tell  you,  but  I  am  sure  there 
is  nothing  in  it." 

"  Dear  Linda,"  said  she,  "  you  are  so  good ;  I 
am  so  much  obhged  to  you." 

After  that  Katie  spoke  no  farther  of  Charley. 
But  it  was  evident  to  them  all,  that  though  she 
said  nothing,  she  had  not  ceased  to  think  of 
him.  Nor  did  her  cheek  become  again  rosy,  nor 
her  arms  round,  nor  her  voice  happy.  She  got 
weaker  than  ever,  and  poor  Mrs.  Woodward  was 
overcome  wdth  sorrows 

Nor  w^as  this  the  only  cause  of  grief  at 
Surbiton  Cottage.  During  the  last  few  weeks  a 
bitter  estrangement  had  taken  place  between  the 
Woodw^ards  and  the  Tudors,  Alaric  Tudor  that 
is  and  Gertrude.  Two  years  had  now  passed 
since  Norman  had  chosen  to  quarrel  wdth  Alaric, 
and  during  all  that  period  the  two  had  never 
spoken  amicably  together,  though  they  had  met 
on  business  very  frequently  ;  on  all  such  occa- 
sions Alaric  had  been  imperturbed  and  indifferent, 
whereas  Norman  had  been  gloomy,  and  had  car- 
ried a  hostile  brow  and  angry  eye.  At  their 
period  of  life,  two  years  generally  does  much  to 
quiet  feelings  of  ill-wdll  and  pacify  animosity ; 
but  Norman's  feelings  had  bv  no  means  been 
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quieted,  nor  his  animosity  pacified.  He  liad  loved 
Alaric  with  a  close  and  manly  love;  now  he 
hated  him  with  a  close  and,  I  fear  I  may  say, 
a  manly  hatred.  Alaric  had,  as  he  thought, 
answered  his  love  hy  treachery ;  and  there  was 
that  in  Norman's  heart  which  would  not  allow 
him  to  forgive  one  who  had  heen  a  traitor  to 
him.  He  had  that  kind  of  selfishness  so  common 
to  us,  but  of  which  we  are  so  unconscious,  which 
will  not  allow  us  to  pardon  a  sin  against  our  own 
amour  propre.  Alaric  might  have  been  forgiven, 
though  he  had  taken  his  friend's  money,  dis- 
tanced him  in  his  ofiice,  though  he  had  committed 
against  him  all  ofiences  which  one  friend  can 
commit  against  another,  all  but  this.  Norman 
had  been  proud  of  his  love,  and  yet  ashamed  of 
it.  Proud  of  loving  such  a  girl  as  Grertrude,  and 
ashamed  of  being  known  to  be  in  love  at  all. 
He  had  confided  his  love  to  Alaric,  and  Alaric 
had  robbed  him  of  his  love,  and  wounded  both 
his  pride  and  his  shame. 

Among  Alaric' s  heavy  ofiences  this  was  by  no 
means,  we  think,  the  heaviest.  There  may,  in- 
deed, be  those  who  think  he  committed  no  ofience 
at  all,  seeing  that  Gertrude  would  never  have 
married  Norman.  But  this  was  an  excuse  which, 
in  Norman's  view,  had  no  bearing  on  the  of- 
fence. He  had  entrusted  the  secret  of  his  love 
to  his  friend,  and  from  that  moment  it  became 
that  friend's  duty  to  assist  his  wishes,  abet  his 
plans,  and  further  his  love  by  every  means  in  his 
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power.  Sucli  was  Xorman's  theory  of  friendship  ; 
a  theory  which  he  never  expressed  indeed,  for 
he  was  not  given  to  much  expression  of  his  feel- 
ings, but  on  which  he  would  have  himself  acted. 
Alaric,  when  summoned  to  assist  his  friend  to 
secure  a  rich  treasure,  had  filched  it  himself. 

Norman  lacked  the  charity  which  should  have 
been  capable  of  forgiving  even  this.  He  could 
not  forgive  it  at  the  time,  nor  was  he  a  whit  the 
more  able  to  do  so  when  two  years  had  gone  by. 
The  man  had  become  distasteful  and  abhorrent 
to  him.  He  now  looked  at  all  Alaric's  doings 
through  a  different  glass  than  that  which  he  had 
used  when  Alaric  had  been  dear  to  him.  He 
saw,  or  thought  that  he  saw,  that  his  successful 
rival  was  false,  ambitious,  treacherous,  and  dis- 
honest ;  he  made  no  excuses  for  him,  gave  him 
no  credit  for  his  industry,  accorded  no  admira- 
tion to  his  talent.  He  never  spoke  ill  of  Alaric 
Tudor  to  others,  but  he  fed  his  own  heart  with 
speaking  and  thinking  ill  of  him  to  himself. 

Of  G^ertrude  he  thought  very  differently.  He 
had  taught  himself  to  disconnect  her  from  the 
treachery  of  her  husband  —  or  rather  her  me- 
mory ;  for,  from  the  day  on  which  he  had  learnt 
that  she  was  engaged  to  Alaric,  he  had  never 
seen  her.  He  still  loved  the  remembrance  of 
her.  In  his  solitary  walks  with  Mrs.  Woodward 
he  would  still  speak  of  her  as  he  might  of  one 
in  some  distant  clime,  for  whose  welfare  he  w^as 
deeply  interested.       He  had  seen  and  caressed 
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her  baby  at  Hampton.  She  was  still  dear  to 
him.  Had  Alaric  been  called  to  his  lonsr  ac- 
count,  it  would  have  been  his  dearest  wish  to 
have  become  at  some  future  time  the  husband  of 
his  widow. 

To  all  these  feelings  on  Norman's  part  Alaric 
was  very  indiiferent;  but  their  existence  ope- 
rated as  a  drawback  on  his  wife's  comfort,  and, 
to  a  certain  degree,  on  his  own.  Mrs.  Yf  oodward 
would  not  banish  ISTorman  from  the  cottage,  even 
for  her  daughter's  sake,  and  it  came  by  degrees 
to  be  understood  that  the  Tudors,  man  and  wife, 
should  not  go  there  unless  they  were  aware  that 
Norman  was  absent.  Norman,  on  the  other 
hand,  did  absent  himself  when  it  was  understood 
that  Alaric  and  G^ertrude  vv^ere  coming ;  and 
thus  the  Woodwards  kept  up  their  intercourse 
with  both. 

Eut  this  was  a  bore.  Alaric  thought  it  most 
probable  that  Norman  would  marry  one  of  the 
younger  sisters,  and  he  knew  that  family  quar- 
rels are  uncomfortable  and  injudicious.  When 
therefore  he  became  a  Civil  Service  Commissioner, 
and  was  thus  removed  from  business  intercourse 
with  Norman,  he  conceived  that  it  would  be 
wise  to  arrange  a  reconciliation.  He  discussed 
the  matter  with  Grertrude,  and  she,  fully  agreeing 
with  him,  undertook  the  task  of  making  the  pro- 
posal through  her  mother.  This  she  did  with 
all  the  kindness  and  delicacy  of  a  woman.  She 
desired  her  mother  to  tell  Harry  how  much  she 
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had  valued  his  friendship,  how  greatly  she  re- 
gretted the  loss  of  it,  how  anxious  her  husband 
was  to  renew,  if  possible,  their  former  terms  of 
affection.  Mrs.  Woodward,  by  no  means  san- 
guine, undertook  the  commission.  She  under- 
took it,  and  utterly  failed ;  and  when  Grertrude, 
in  her  disappointment,  spoke  bitterly  of  Nor- 
man's bitterness,  both  mother  and  sister,  both 
Mrs.  Woodward  and  Linda,  took  Norman's 
part. 

"I  wish  it  could  be  otherwise,"  said  Mrs. 
Woodward,  "  I  wish  it  for  all  our  sakes ;  but  he 
is  a  man  not  easily  to  be  turned,  and  I  cannot 
blame  him.     He  has  suffered  very  much." 

Grertrude  became  very  red.  Her  mother's 
words  contained  a  reproach  against  herself,  tacit 
and  unintended  indeed,  but  not  the  less  keenly 
felt. 

"  I  am  not  aware  that  Mr.  Norman  has  any 
cause  of  just  complaint,"  she  said,  "  against  any 
one,  unless  it  be  himself.  For  the  sake  of  charity 
and  old  associations  we  have  wished  that  all  ideas 
of  injury  should  be  forgiven  and  forgotten.  If  he 
chooses  stiU  to  indulge  his  rancour,  he  must  do 
so.     I  had  taken  him  to  be  a  better  Christian." 

More  words  had  sprung  from  these.  Mrs. 
Woodward,  who,  in  truth,  loved  Norman  the 
better  for  the  continuance  of  his  sorrow,  would 
not  give  up  his  part;  and  so  the  mother  and 
child  parted,  and  the  two  sisters  parted,  not 
quarrelling   indeed,  not    absolutely  wifh   angry 
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words,  but  in  a  tone  of  mind  toAvards  each  other 
widely  differing  from  that  of  former  years.  Mrs. 
Woodward  had  lost  none  of  the  love  of  the 
parent ;  bnt  Gertrude  had  forgotten  somewhat 
of  the  reverence  of  the  child. 

All  this  had  added  much  to  the  mef  created 
by  Katie's  illness. 

And  then  of  a  sudden  Katie  became  silent,  as 
well  as  sad  and  ill — silent  and  sad,  but  so  soft,  so 
loving  in  her  manner.  Her  gentle  little  caresses, 
the  tender  love  ever  lying  in  her  eye,  the  constant 
pressure  of  her  thin  small  hand,  would  all  but 
break  her  mother's  heart.  Katie  would  sit  beside 
her  on  the  sofa  in  the  drawing-room  for  hours ; 
a  book,  taken  up  as  an  excuse,  would  be  in  her 
lap,  and  she  would  sit  there  gazing  listlessly  into 
the  vacant  daylight  till  the  evening  would  come ; 
and  then,  when  the  room  was  shaded  and  sombre, 
when  the  light  of  the  fire  merely  served  to  make 
the  objects  indistinct,  she  would  lean  gently  and 
by  degrees  upon  her  mother's  bosom,  would  coax 
her  mother's  arm  round  her  neck,  and  would 
thus  creep  as  it  were  into  her  mother's  heart  of 
hearts.  And  then  slow  tears  would  trickle  down 
her  cheeks,  very  slow,  one  by  one,  till  they  would 
fall  as  tell-tales  on  her  mother's  hand. 

"  Katie,  my  darling  Katie,"  the  mother  would 
say. 

"  I'm  only  tired,  mama,"  would  be  her  answer. 
"Don't  move,  mama;  pray  don't  move.  I  am  so 
comfortable." 
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And  then  at  niglit  slie  would  put  lierself  to 
rest  close  circled  in  Linda's  arms.  She  would 
twist  up  her  little  feet,  and  lie  so  quiet  there, 
that  Linda  would  remain  motionless  that  she 
might  not  disturb  her  Katie's  sleep ;  but  soon 
warm  tears  would  be  running  on  her  bosom,  and 
she  would  know  that  Katie  was  still  thinking  of 
her  love. 

Linda,  among  all  her  ^drtues,  had  not  that  of 
reticence,  and  her  mother  had  soon  learnt  from 
her  what  had  been  said  that  night  in  their  bed- 
room about  Charley.  But  this  violation  of  con- 
fidence, if  it  w^as  a  violation,  w^as  hardly  neces- 
sary to  make  Mrs.  Woodward  aware  of  what  w^as 
passing  in  her  daughter's  bosom.  When  Katie 
ceased  to  ask  that  Charley  might  be  sent  for, 
when  she  ceased  to  plead  for  his  pardon  and  to 
praise  his  virtues,  Mrs.  Woodw^ard  knew  well 
the  cause  of  her  silence.  It  was  not  that  others 
suspected  her  love,  but  that  she  had  learned  to 
suspect  it  herself.  It  was  not  that  she  w^as 
ashamed  of  loving  Charley,  but  that  she  felt  at 
once  that  such  love  would  distress  her  mother's 
heart. 

As  she  sat  there  that  night  fingering  her  silken 
hair,  she  had  asked  herself  wdiether  in  truth  this 
man  was  master  of  her  heart ;  she  had  probed 
her  young  bosom,  wdiicli  now,  by  a  sudden 
growi^h,  became  quick  wuth  a  woman's  impulse, 
and  she  had  owned  to  herself  that  she  did  love 
him.     He  wtiS  dearer  to  her,  she  found,  than  all 
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in  tlie  world  beside.  Pondly  as  slie  loved  lier 
sister,  sweet  to  her  as  were  lier  mother's  caresses, 
their  love  was  not  as  precious  to  her  as  his  might 
be.  And  then  she  remembered  what  he  was, 
what  was  the  manner  of  his  life,  what  his  charac- 
ter ;  how  different  he  was  from  Alaric  or  Harry 
Norman ;  she  remembered  this,  and  knew  that 
her  love  was  an  unhappy  passion.  Herself  she 
would  have  sacrificed ;  prisoner  as  he  had  been, 
debtor  as  he  was,  di'unkard,  penniless,  and  a 
spendthrift,  she  would  not  have  hesitated  to  take 
him  for  her  guide  through  life,  and  have  done 
what  a  woman  might  to  guide  him  in  return. 
But  she  would  not  sacrifice  her  mother.  She 
saw  now  why  Charley  was  not  asked,  and  silentl}^ 
acquiesced  in  his  banishment. 

She  was  not  yet  quite  seventeen.  Not  yet 
seventeen  !  the  reader  will  say.  She  was  still 
such  a  child,  and  yet  arguing  to  herself  about 
spendthrift  debtors  and  self-sacrifice !  All  this 
bombast  at  sixteen  and  a-half!  No,  my  un- 
gentle reader,  not  all  this  bombast  at  sixteen 
and  a-half.  The  bombast  is  mine.  It  is  my 
fault  if  I  cannot  put  into  fitting  language  the 
thoughts  which  God  put  into  her  young  heart. 
In  her  mind's  soliloquy,  Charley's  vices  were  pro- 
bably all  summed  up  in  the  one  word,  unsteady. 
"  Why  is  he  so  unsteady  ?  Why  does  he  like 
these  wicked  things  ?  "  And  then  as  regarded 
Mrs.  Woodward,  she  did  but  make  a  resolve  that 
not  even  for  her  love  would  she  add  to  the  un- 
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happiness  of  that  loving  tenderest  mother.  There 
was  no  bombast  in  Katie,  either  expressed  or  un- 
expressed. 

After  much  consideration  on  the  matter,  Mrs. 
Woodward  determined  that  she  w^ould  ask  Char- 
ley dow^n  to  the  cottage.  In  the  first  place,  she  felt 
bitterly  her  apparent  ingratitude  to  him.  When 
last  they  had  been  together,  the  day  after  Katie's 
escape  at  the  bridge,  Avhen  his  tale  had  just  been 
read,  she  had  told  him,  wdth  the  warmth  of  some- 
what more  than  friendly  affection,  that  hence- 
forth they  must  be  more  than  common  friends. 
She  had  promised  him  her  love,  she  had  almost 
promised  him  the  affection  and  care  of  a  mother  ; 
and  now,  how  w^as  she  keeping  her  promise  ?  He 
had  fallen  into  misfortune,  and  she  had  immedi- 
ately deserted  him.  Over  and  over  again  she  said 
to  herself  that  her  first  duty  was  to  her  ow^n 
child;  but  even  with  this  reflection,  she  could 
hardly  reconcile  herself  to  her  neglect  of  him. 

And  then,  moreover,  she  felt  that  it  was  im- 
possible that  all  their  friendship,  all  their  mutual 
regard,  should  die  aw^ay  suddenly  without  any 
explanation.  An  attempt  to  bring  about  this 
would  not  cure  Katie's  love.  If  this  were  done, 
would  not  Katie  always  think  of  Charley's  wrong? 

And,  lastly,  it  was  quite  clear  that  Katie  had 
put  a  check  on  her  own  heart.  A  meeting  now 
might  be  the  reverse  of  dangerous.  It  w^ouid  be 
w^ell  that  Katie  should  use  lierseK  to  be  with 
him  now  again ;  well,  at  any  rate,  that  she  should 
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see  him  once  before  tlieir  proposed  journey  to 
Torquay;  for,  alas  !  the  journey  to  Torquay  was 
now  insisted  on  by  the  London  physician — in- 
sisted on,  although  he  opined  with  a  nod,  some- 
what less  authoritative  than  his  former  nod, 
that  the  young  lady  was  touched  by  no  organic 
disease. 

"  And  then,"  said  Mrs.  Woodward  to  herself, 
"  his  heart  is  good,  and  I  will  speak  openly  to 
him."  And  so  Charley  was  again  invited  to  the 
cottage.  After  some  demurring  between  him 
and  Norman,  he  accepted  the  invitation. 

Mrs.  Yal's  dance  had  taken  place  in  June,  and 
it  was  now  late  in  October.  Four  months  had 
intervened,  and  during  that  period  Charley  had 
seen  none  of  the  Woodwards.  He  had  over  and 
over  again  tried  to  convince  himself  that  this 
was  his  own  fault,  and  that  he  had  no  right  to 
accuse  Mrs.  Woodward  of  ingratitude.  But  he 
was  hardly  successful.  He  did  feel,  in  spite  of 
himself,  that  he  had  been  dropped  because  of  the 
disgrace  attaching  to  his  arrest;  that  Mrs.  Wood- 
ward had  put  him  aside  as  being  too  bad  to  as- 
sociate with  her  and  her  daughters;  and  that  it 
was  intended  that  henceforth  they  should  be 
strangers. 

He  still  had  Katie's  purse,  and  he  made  a  sort 
of  resolve  that  as  long  as  he  kept  that  in  his 
possession,  as  long  as  he  had  that  near  his  heart, 
he  would  not  go  near  Norali  Geraghty.  This 
resolution  he  had  kept ;  but  though  he  did  not  go 
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to  tlie  Cat  and  Whistle,  lie  frequented  other  places 
which  were  as  discreditable,  or  more  so.  He 
paid  many  very  fruitless  visits  to  Mr.  M*^Euen, 
contrived  to  run  up  a  score  with  the  proprietor 
of  the  dancing  saloon  in  Holborn;  and  was  as 
negligent  as  ever  in  the  matter  of  the  lock  en- 
tries. 

"  It  is  no  use  now,"  he  would  say  to  himself, 
when  some  aspirations  for  higher  things  came 
across  his  heart ;  "it  is  too  late  nov/  to  go  hack. 
Those  who  once  cared  for  me  have  thrown  me 
over."  And  then  he  would  as^ain  think  of 
Waterloo  Bridge,  and  the  monument,  and  of 
what  might  he  done  for  threepence  or  fourpeuce 
in  a  pistol  gallery. 

And  then  at  last  came  the  invitation  to 
Hampton.  He  w^as  once  more  to  talk  to  Mrs. 
Woodward,  and  associate  with  Linda — to  see 
Katie  once  more.  When  he  had  last  left  the 
house  he  had  almost  been  as  much  at  home  as 
any  one  of  the  family ;  and  now  he  w^as  to  return 
to  it  as  a  perfect  stranger.  As  he  travelled  down 
with  Norman  by  the  railway,  he  could  not  help 
feeling  that  the  journey  Avas  passing  over  too 
quickly.  He  was  like  a  prisoner  going  to  his 
doom.  As  he  crossed  the  bridge,  and  remem- 
bered how  Katie  had  looked  when  she  lay  strug- 
gling in  the  water,  how  he  had  been  feted  and 
caressed  after  pulling  her  out,  he  made  a  bitter 
contrast  between  his  present  position  and  that 
which  he  then  enjoyed.     Were  it  not  for  very 
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shame,  he  would  have  found  it  in  his  heart  to 
return  to  London. 

And  then  in  a  moment  they  were  at  the  cot- 
tage door.  The  road  had  never  been  so  short. 
Norman,  who  had  not  fathomed  Charley's  feel- 
ings was  happy  and  light-hearted — more  so  than 
was  usual  with  him,  for  he  was  unaffectedly  glad 
to  witness  Charley's  return  to  Hampton.  He 
rang  sharply  at  the  door,  and  when  it  was  opened, 
walked  with  happy  confidence  into  the  drawing- 
room.  Charley  was  bound  to  follow  him,  and 
there  he  found  himself  again  in  presence  of  Mrs. 
Woodward  and  her  daughters.  Katie  would  fain 
have  absented  herself,  but  Mrs.  Woodward  knew 
that  the  first  meeting  could  take  place  in  no 
more  favourable  manner. 

Mrs.  Woodward  bade  him  welcome  with  a 
collected  voice,  and  assured,  if  not  easy,  manner. 
She  shook  hands  with  him  cordially,  and  said  a 
few  words  as  to  her  pleasure  of  seeing  him  again. 
Then  he  next  took  Linda's  hand,  and  she  too 
made  a  little  speech,  more  awkwardly  than  her 
mother,  saying  something  mat  aprojjos  about  the 
very  long  time  he  had  been  away ;  and  then  she 
laughed  with  a  little  titter,  trying  to  recover 
herself.  And  at  last  he  came  to  Katie.  There 
was  no  getting  over  it.  She  also  stretched  out 
her  now  thin  hand,  and  Charley,  as  he  touched 
it,  perceived  how  altered  she  was.  Katie  looked 
up  into  his  face,  and  tried  to  speak,  but  she  could 
not  articulate  a  word.     She  looked  into  his  face, 
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and  then  at  Mrs.  Woodward,  as  tliongli  implor- 
insr  her  mother's  aid  to  tell  her  how  to  act  or 
what  to  say;  and  then  finding  her  power  of 
utterance  impeded  by  rising  sobs,  she  dropped 
back  again  on  her  seat,  and  hid  her  face  upon 
the  arm  of  the  sofa. 

*'  Our  Katie  is  not  so  well  as  when  you  last 
saw  her — is  she  Charley?"  said  Mrs.  Woodward. 
"  She  is  very  weak  just  now;  but  thank  Grod  she 
has,  we  believe,  no  dangerous  symptoms  about 
her.  You  have  heard,  perhaps,  that  we  are  going 
to  Torquay  for  the  Avinter?" 

And  so  they  went  on  talking.  The  ice  was 
broken  and  the  worst  was  over.  They  did  not 
talk,  it  is  true,  as  in  former  days ;  there  was  no 
confidence  between  them  now,  and  each  of  them 
felt  that  there  was  none ;  but  they  nevertheless 
fell  into  a  way  of  unembarrassed  conversation, 
and  were  all  tolerably  at  their  ease. 

And  then  they  went  to  dinner,  and  Charley 
was  called  on  to  discuss  Admiralty  matters  with 
Uncle  Bat ;  and  then  he  and  l^orman  sat  after 
dinner  a  little  longer  than  usual ;  and  then 
they  had  a  short  walk,  during  which  Katie  re- 
mained at  home ;  but  short  as  it  was,  it  was 
quite  long  enough,  for  it  was  very  dull ;  and  then 
there  was  tea;  and  then  more  constrained  con- 
versation, in  which  Katie  took  no  part  whatever; 
and  then  Mrs.  Woodward  and  the  girls  took 
their  candles,  and  Charley  went  over  to  the  inn 
on  the  other  side  of  the  road.    Oh!  how  different 
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was  this  from  tlie  former  evenings  at  Surbiton 
Cottage. 

Charley  had  made  no  plan  for  any  special  in- 
terview with  Katie,  had,  indeed,  not  specially 
thought  about  it  at  all:  but  he  could  not  but 
feel  an  intense  desire  to  say  one  word  to  her  in 
private,  and  learn  whether  all  her  solicitude  for 
him  was  over.  "Dear  Charley,  you  will  be 
steady;  won't  you?"  Those  had  been  her  last 
words  to  him.  Nothing  could  have  been  sweeter; 
although  they  brought  before  his  mind  the  re- 
membrance of  his  own  unworthy  career,  they  had 
been  inexpressibly  sweet,  as  testifying  the  in- 
terest she  felt  in  him.  And  was  that  all  over 
now?  Had  it  all  been  talked  away  by  Mrs. 
Woodward's  cautious  wisdom,  because  he  had 
lain  for  one  night  in  a  sponging  house? 

But  the  next  day  came,  and  as  it  passed,  it 
appeared  to  him  that  no  opportunity  of  speak- 
ing one  word  to  her  was  to  be  allowed  to  him. 

She  did  not,  however,  shun  him.  She  was  not 
up  at  breakfast,  but  she  sat  next  to  him  at  lunch, 
and  answered  him  when  he  spoke  to  her. 

In  the  evening  they  again  went  out  to  walk, 
and  then  Charley  found  that  Linda  and  Norman 
went  one  way,  and  that  he  was  alone  with  Mrs. 
Woodward.  It  was  manifest  to  him  that  this 
arrangement  had  been  made  on  purpose,  and  he 
felt  that  he  was  to  undergo  some  private  con- 
versation, the  nature  of  which  he  dreaded.  He 
dreaded  it  very  much;  when  he  heard  it,  it  made 
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him  very  wretched ;   hut  it  was  not  the  less  full 
of  w^omanly  affection  and  regard  for  him. 

'[  I  cannot  let  yon  go  from  ns,  Charley,"  hegan 
Mrs.  Woodward,  "  without  telling  you  how  deep 
a  sorrow  it  has  heen  to  me  to  he  so  long  without 
seeing  you.  I  know  you  have  thought  me  very 
ungrateful. 

''  Ungrateful,  Mrs.  Woodward.  Oh,  no !  I 
have  done  nothing  to  make  gratitude  necessary." 

"Yes,  Charley,  you  have — you  have  done  much, 
too  much.     You  have  saved  my  child's  life." 

"  Oh,  no,  I  did  not,"  said  he ;  "  hesides,  I  hate 
gratitude.  I  don't  want  any  one  to  he  grateful 
to  me.  Gratitude  is  almost  as  offensive  as  pity. 
Of  course  I  pulled  Katie  out  of  the  water  when 
she  fell  in ;  and  I  w^ould  have  done  as  much  for 
your  favourite  cat."  He  said  this  with  some- 
thing of  hitterness  in  his  tone ;  it  was  not  much, 
for  though  he  felt  hitterly  he  did  not  intend  to 
show  it;  hut  Mrs.  Woodward's  ear  did  not  fail 
to  catch  it. 

''  Don't  he  angry  with  us,  Charley ;  don't  make 
us  more  unhappy  than  w^e  already  are." 

''  Unhappy ! "  said  he,  as  though  he  thought 
that  all  the  unhappiness  in  the  world  was  at  the 
present  moment  reserved  for  his  own  shoulders. 

"Yes,  w^e  are  not  so  happy  now  as  w^e  w^ere 
when  you  w^ere  last  with  us.  Poor  Katie  is  very 
ill." 

"But  you  don't  think  there  is  any  danger, 
Mrs.  Woodwaiid?" 
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There  are  many  tones  in  which  snch  a  question 
may  be  asked — and  is  asked  from  day  to  day, — 
all  differing  widely  from  each  other,  and  giving 
evidence  of  various  shades  of  feeling  in  the 
speaker.  Charley  involuntarily  put  his  whole 
heart  into  it.  Mrs.  Woodward  could  not  hut 
love  him  for  feeling  for  her  child,  though  she 
would  have  given  so  much  that  the  two  might 
have  been  indifferent  to  each  other. 

"  I  do  not  know,"  she  said.  "  We  hope  not. 
But  I  should  not  be  sent  vdth  her  to  Torqua^y  if 
she  were  not  very  ill.  She  is  very  ill,  and  it  is 
absolutely  essential  that  nothing  should  be  al- 
lowed to  excite  her  painfully.  I  tell  you  this, 
Charley,  to  excuse  our  apparent  unkindness  in 
not  having  you  here  sooner." 

Charley  walked  by  her  in  silence.  Why  should 
his  coming  excite  her  more  than  Norman's? 
What  could  there  be  painful  to  her  in  seeing 
him  ?  Did  the  fact  of  his  having  been  arrested 
attach  to  his  visit  any  peculiar  probability  of 
excitement  ? 

"Do  not  suppose  that  we  have  not  thought 
of  you,"  continued  Mrs.  Woodward.  "  We  have 
all  done  so  daily.  Nay,  I  have  done  so  myself 
all  but  hourly.  Ah,  Charley,  you  will  never 
know  how  truly  I  love  you." 

Charley's  heart  v/as  as  soft  as  it  was  inflam- 
mable. He  was  utterly  unable  to  resist  such 
tenderness  as  Mrs.  Woodward  showed  to  him. 
He  had  made  a  little  resolution  to  be  stiff  and 
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stern,  to  ask  for  no  favour  and  to  receive  none, 
not  to  palliate  his  own  conduct,  or  to  allow  Mrs. 
Woodward  to  condemn  it.  He  had  felt  that  as 
the  Woodwards  had  given  him  up,  they  had  no 
longer  any  right  to  criticize  him.  To  them,  at 
least  one  and  all,  to  Mrs.  Woodward  and  her 
daughters,  his  conduct  had  been  sans  reproche. 
They  had  no  cause  to  upbraid  him  on  their  owm 
account ;  and  they  had  now  abandoned  the  right 
to  do  so  on  his  own.  With  such  assumed  stern- 
ness he  began  his  walk ;  but  nov/  it  had  all 
melted  before  the  warmth  of  one  tender  word 
from  a  w^oman's  mouth. 

"  I  know  I  am  not  worth  thinking  about," 
said  he. 

"  Do  not  say  so,  pray  do  not  say  so.  Do  not 
think  that  we  say  so  to  ourselves.  I  grieve  for 
your  faults,  Charley  :  I  know  they  are  grievous 
and  wicked ;  but  I  know  hovv^  much  there  is  of 
good  in  you.  I  knov/  how  clever  you  are,  how 
excellent  your  heart  is,  how  sweet  your  disposi- 
tion. I  trust,  I  trust  in  God,  you  may  reform, 
and  be  the  pride  of  your  friends.  I  trust  that 
I  yet  may  be  proud  of  knowing  you " 

"  No  one  will  ever  be  proud  of  me,"  said 
Charley. 

"  We  shall  all  be  proud  of  you,  if  you  will 
resolve  to  turn  away  from  childish  things  now 
that  you  are  no  longer  a  child — your  faults  are 
faults  which  as  yet  may  be  so  easily  relinquished. 
But,  oh,  Charley "  and  then  Mrs.  Woodward 
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paused  and  looked  wistfully  into  liis  face.  She 
had  now  come  to  the  point  at  which  she  had  to 
make  her  prayer  to  him.  She  had  resolved  to 
tell  him  the  cause  of  her  fears,  and  to  trust  to 
his  honour  to  free  her  from  them.  Now  was  the 
moment  for  her  to  speak  out ;  but  now  that  the 
moment  Avas  come,  the  words  were  wanting. 

She  looked  wistfully  into  his  face,  but  he  did 
not  even  guess  what  was  her  meaning.  He  knew 
the  secret  of  his  own  love ;  but  he  did  not  know 
that  Katie  also  had  her  secret.  He  had  never 
dreamt  that  his  faults,  among  all  their  ill  effects, 
had  paled  her  cheek,  made  wan  her  arm,  silenced 
her  voice,  and  dimmed  her  eye.  When  he  had 
heard  Katie  cough,  he  had  in  nowise  connected 
the  hated  sound  with  his  own  arrest.  He  had 
thought  only  of  his  own  love. 

"  Oh  !  Charley — I  know  I  can  trust  you,"  said 
Mrs.  Woodward.  "  I  know  you  are  gentle  and 
good — you  will  be  gentle  and  good  to  us,  will 
you  not?  you  will  not  make  us  all  wretched  ?" 

Charley  declared  that  he  would  not  willingly 
do  anything  to  cause  pain  to  any  of  them. 

"  No — I  am  sure  you  will  not.  And  therefore, 
Charley,  you  must  not  see  Katie  any  more." 

At  this  time  they  had  turned  off  the  road 
into  a  shady  lane,  in  which  the  leaves  of  autumn 
were  now  beginning  to  fall.  A  path  led  over  a 
stile  away  from  the  lane  into  the  fields,  and  Mrs. 
Woodward  had  turned  towards  it,  as  though 
intending  to  continue  their  walk  in  that  direction. 
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But  when  she  had  reached  the  stile,  she  had  sat 
down  upon  the  steps  of  it,  and  Charley  had  been 
listening  to  her,  standing  by,  leaning  on  the  top 
rail. 

"  And  therefore,  Charley,  you  must  not  see 
Katie  any  more."  So  much  she  said,  and  then 
she  looked  into  his  face  with  imploring  eyes. 

It  Avas  impossible  that  he  should  answer  her 
at  once.  He  had  to  realize  so  much  that  had 
hitherto  not  been  expressed  between  them,  be- 
fore he  could  fully  understand  what  she  meant ; 
and  then  he  was  called  on  to  give  up  so  much, 
that  he  now  learnt  for  the  first  time  was  within 
his  reach !  Before  he  could  answer  her,  he  had 
to  assure  himself  that  Katie  loved  him ;  he  had 
to  understand  that  her  love  for  one  so  abandoned 
was  regarded  as  fatal ;  and  he  had  to  reply  to  a 
mother's  prayer  that  he  would  remove  himself 
from  the  reach  of  a  passion  which  to  him  was 
worth  all  the  world  beside. 

He  turned  his  face  away  from  her,  but  still 
stood  leaning  on  the  stile,  with  his  arms  folded 
on  it.  She  watched  him  for  a  while  in  silence, 
and  at  last  she  saw  big  tears  drop  from  his  face 
on  to  the  dust  of  the  path  on  the  further  side. 
There  they  came  rolling  doA\ai,  large  globules  of 
sorrow.  Nothing  is  so  painful  to  a  woman  as  a 
man  in  tears,  and  Mrs.  Woodward's  heart  was 
wrung  to  its  very  core.  AVliy  was  he  not  like 
Alaric  or  Norman,  so  that  she  might  make  him 
welcome  to  her  daughter's  heart ! 

VOL.    III.  c 
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She  leant  towards  liim  and  put  lier  hand 
caressingly  on  his  arm.  "  It  shall  be  so,  shall  it 
not,  Charley?" 

"  Oh,  of  course,  if  you  say  so." 

"  I  have  your  word  then — if  I  have  your  word 
that  will  be  a  perfect  bond.  I  have  your  word, 
have  I  not,  Charley?" 

"^What ! — never  see  her  in  my  life,"  said  he;, 
turning  almost  fiercely  on  Mrs.  Woodward. 

"  That,  you  know,  is  more  than  you  can  pro- 
mise," said  she,  very  gently.  "It  is  not  to  the 
letter  of  the  promise  that  I  would  bind  you,  but 
to  its  spirit.  You  understand  well  what  I  mean; 
you  know  what  I  wish,  and  why  I  wish  it.  Say 
that  you  will  obey  my  wish,  and  I  will  leave  the 
mode  of  doing  it  to  your  own  honour.  Have  I 
your  promise  ?  " 

He  shook  her  hand  off  his  arm  almost  rou2rh- 
ly,  though  unintentionally,  and  turning  sharply 
round  leant  with  his  back  against  the  stile.  The 
traces  of  tears  were  still  on  his  cheeks,  but  he 
was  no  longer  crying ;  there  was,  however,  a  look 
on  his  face  of  heart-rending  sorrow  which  Mrs. 
Woodward  could  hardly, endure. 

"  I  do  understand  you,"  said  he,  "  and,  since 
3^ou  demand  it,  I  will  promise ;"  and  then  they 
walked  home  side  by  side  without  interchanging 
a  single  word. 

When  they  reached  the  house,  Mrs.  Woodward 
went  to  her  room,  and  Charley  found  himself  alone 
with  Katie. 
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"  I  hope  you  find  yourself  better  tliis  evening," 
said  he. 

"  Oh,  I  am  quite  well,"  she  answered,  with  her 
sweetest,  kindest  voice ;  "I  am  quite  well,  only 
sometimes  I  am  a  little  weak." 

He  walked  up  to  the  window  as  though  to 
pass  on  to  the  lawn  ;  but  the  season  was  too  far 
advanced  for  that,  and  the  window  was  locked. 
He  retraced  his  steps,  therefore,,  and  passing  out 
of  the  dravvdng-room  into  the  hall,  stood  at  the 
open  front  door  till  he  heard  Mrs.  Woodward 
come  down.  Then  he  followed  her  into  the 
room. 

"  Good  bye,"  he  said  to  her,  when  she  prepared 
to  go  for  the  night ;  "I  shall  start  by  the  early 
train  to-morrow,  and  shall  not  see  you."  She 
pressed  his  hand,  but  he  in  nowise  returned  the 
pressure.  "  Good  bye,  Linda ;  good  bye,  Katie ; 
good  night.  Captain  Cuttwater."  And  so  he 
went  his  way,  as  Adam  did  when  he  was  driven 
out  of  Paradise. 

Early  on  the  following  morning,  the  cook, 
while  engaged  in  her  most  matutinal  duties,  was 
disturbed  by  a  ring  at  the  front  door.  She,  and 
she  only  of  the  household,  was  up,  and  as  she 
had  not  completed  her  toilet  with  much  minute- 
ness, she  was  rather  embarrassed  when,  on  open- 
ing the  door,  she  saw  Mr.  Charles  Tudor. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  cook,  for  troubling  you 
so  early ;  but  I  have  left  something  in  the  draw- 
ing-room.    I  can  find  it  myself;"  and,  so  saying, 

c  2 
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lie  hurried  into  the  room  so  as  to  prevent  the 
servant  from  following  him. 

Katie  had  a  well-vv^orn,  well-known  little  work- 
box,  which,  in  years  now  long  past,  had  been 
given  to  her  either  by  Alaric  or  Harry.  Doubt- 
less she  had  now  work-boxes  grander  both  in 
apjDearance  and  size ;  but,  nevertheless,  whether 
from  habit  or  from  choice,  her  custom  was,  in  her 
daily  needle-work,  to  use  this  old  friend.  Often 
and  often  had  Charley  played  with  it  many 
wicked  pranks.  Once,  while  Katie  had  as  yet 
no  pretension  to  be  grown  up,  he  had  put  a  snail 
into  it,  and  had  incurred  her  severe  displeasure. 
He  had  stuffed  it  full  of  acorns,  and  been  re- 
warded by  being  pelted  with  them  round  the 
lawn  ;  and  had  filled  it  vv^ith  nuts,  for  which  he 
had  not  found  it  so  difficult  to  obtain  pardon. 
He  knew  every  hole  and  corner  in  it ;  he  was 
intimate  with  all  her  little  feminine  knick- 
knacks — her  silver  thimble,  her  scissors,  her  bit 
of  wax,  and  the  yard-measure,  which  twdsted 
itself  in  and  out  of  an  ivory  cottage — he  knew 
them  all,  as  well  as  though  they  were  his  own; 
and  he  knew  also  where  the  work-box  stood. 

He  closed  the  door  behind  him,  and  then  with 
his  quickest  motion  raised  the  lid  and  put  within 
the  box,  just  under  the  bit  of  work  on  which  she 
was  employed,  a  light  small  paper  parcel.  It 
contained  the  purse  which  she  had  worked  for 
him,  and  had  given  to  him  with  such  sweet  affec- 
tion at  the  Chiswick  flower-show. 


CHAPTER  TI. 

HOW    APOLLO    SAVED    THE    NAVVY. 

About  the  middle  of  November,  the  Woodwards 
v/ent  to  Torquay,  and  remained  there  till  the 
middle  of  the  following  May.  Norman  went 
with  them  to  see  them  properly  settled  in  their 
new  lodgings,  and  visited  them  at  Christmas, 
and  once  again  during  their  stay  there.  He 
then  went  down  to  fetch  them  home,  and  when 
they  all  returned,  informed  Charley,  w^ith  whom 
he  was  still  living,  that  he  was  engaged  to 
Linda.  It  was  arranged,  he  said,  that  they 
were  to  be  married  in  August. 

On  the  whole,  the  journey  to  Torquay  was 
considered  to  have  been  successful.  Katie's 
health  had  been  the  only  object  in  going  there, 
and  the  main  consideration  wdiile  they  remained. 
She  returned,  if  not  well,  at  any  rate  not  worse. 
She  had  got  through  the  winter,  and  her  lungs 
were  still  pronounced  to  be  free  from  those  dread- 
ful signs  of  decay,  the  name  of  which  has  broken 
so  many  mothers'  hearts,  and  sent  dismay  into 
the  breasts  of  so  many  fathers.  During  her 
sojourn  at  Torquay  she  had  grown  much,  and,  as 
is  often  the  case  with  those  who  grow  quickl}^ 
she   had    become   weak    and   thin.      People    at 
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Torquay  are  always  weak  and  thin,  and  Mrs. 
Woodward  had  not,  therefore,  been  much 
frightened  at  this.  Her  spirits,  though  by  no 
means  such  as  they  had  been  in  former  days, 
had  improved ;  she ,  had  occupied  herself  more 
than  she  had  done  during  the  last  two  months 
at  Hampton,  and  had,  at  least  so  Mrs.  Wood- 
ward fondly  flattered  herself,  ceased  to  be  always 
thinking  of  Charley  Tudor.  It  was  quite  clear 
that  she  had  firmly  made  up  her  mind  to  some 
certain  line  of  conduct  with  reference  to  him ; 
she  never  mentioned  his  name,  nor  was  it  men- 
tioned in  her  hearing  by  either  her  mother  or 
sister  during  their  stay  at  Torquay.  When 
Norman  came  down,  she  always  found  some  op- 
portunity of  inquiring  from  him  as  to  Charley's 
health  and  welfare ;  but  she  did  this  in  a  manner 
which  showed  that  she  had  succeeded  in  placing 
her  feelings  wonderfully  under  control. 

On  that  Monday  morning,  on  which  Charley 
had  returned  to  town  after  his  early  visit  to  her 
work-box,  she  had  not  failed  to  find  the  purse. 
Linda  was  with  her  when  she  did  so,  but  she  had 
contrived  so  to  conceal  her  emotion,  that  nothing 
was  seen  and  nothing  suspected.  She  felt  at 
once  that  it  was  intended  that  all  intercourse 
should  be  broken  off  between  her  and  Charley. 
She  knew  instinctively  that  this  was  the  effect 
of  some  precaution  on  her  mother's  part,  and 
with  a  sad  bosom  and  a  broken  heart,  she 
acquiesced  in  it.      She    said   nothing,    even   to 
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herself,  of  the  truth  and  constancy  of  her  love ; 
she  made  no  mental  resolution  against  any  other 
passion ;  she  did  not  even  think  whether  or  no 
she  might  ever  he  tempted  to  love  another ;  but 
she  felt  a  dumb  aching  numbness  about  her 
heart,  and,  looking  round  about  her,  she  seemed 
to  feel  that  all  was  dark  and  dismal. 

And  so  they  sojourned  tlirough  the  winter  at 
Torquay.  The  effort  which  Katie  made  was 
undoubtedly  salutary  to  her.  She  took  again  to 
her  work  and  her  lessons — studies  we  should 
probably  now  call  them — and  before  she  left 
Torquay,  she  had  again  learned  how  to  smile; 
but  not  to  laugh  with  that  gay  ringing  silver 
laughter,  ringing,  but  yet  not  loud,  which  to 
Charley's  ear  had  been  as  sweet  as  heavenly 
music.  During  this  time  Uncle  Bat  remained 
at  Hampton,  keeping  bachelor's  house  by  him- 
self. 

And  then  while  they  were  at  Torquay,  Linda 
and  Norman  became  engaged  to  each  other. 
Their  loves  were  honest,  true,  and  happy,  but 
not  of  a  nature  to  give  much  scope  to  a  novelist 
of  a  romantic  turn.  Linda  knew  she  was  not 
Norman's  first  love,  and  requited  ISTorman,  of 
course,  by  telling  him  something,  not  much,  of 
Alaric's  falseness  to  her.  Norman  made  but 
one  ungenerous  stipulation.  It  was  this : — 
that  in  marrying  him  Linda  must  give  up  all 
acquaintance  with  her  brother-in-law.  He  would 
never,  he  said,  be  the  means  of  separating  two 
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sisters  ;  slie  and  Gertrude  might  have  such  in- 
tercourse tog^ether  as  their  circumstances  mis^ht 
render  possible ;  but  it  was  quite  out  of  the 
question  that  either  he,  Harry  Norman,  or  his 
wife  should  ever  again  associate  with  Alaric 
Tudor. 

In  such  matters  Linda  had  always  been 
guided  by  others  ;  so  she  sighed  and  promised, 
and  the  engagement  was  duly  ratified  by  all  the 
parties  concerned. 

We  must  now  return  to  Charley.  When  he 
got  back  to  town,  he  felt  that  he  had  lost 
his  amulet ;  his  charm  had  gone  from  him,  and 
he  had  nothing  now  left  whereby  to  save  him- 
self from  ruin  and  destruction.  He  was  utterly 
ilung  over  by  the  Woodwards ;  that  now  was  to 
him  an  undoubted  fact.  When  Mrs.  Woodward 
told  him  that  he  was  never  again  to  see  Katie, 
that  was,  of  course,  tantamount  to  turning  him 
out  of  the  cottage.  It  might  be  all  very  well  to 
talk  to  him  of  aifection  and  friendship  ;  but  it  was 
manifest  that  no  further  signs  of  either  were  to 
be  shown  to  him.  He  had  proved  himself  to  be 
unworthy,  and  was  no  more  to  be  considered  as 
one  of  the  circle  which  made  the  drawing-room 
at  Surbiton  Cottao-e  its  centre.  He  could  not 
quite  explain  all  this  to  Norman,  as  he  could  not 
tell  him  what  had  passed  between  him  and  Mrs. 
Woodward;  but  he  said  enough  to  make  his 
friend  knoAv  that  he  intended  to  go  to  Hampton 
no  more. 
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It  would  be  wrong,  perliaps,  to  describe  Charley 
as  being  angry  with  Mrs.  Woodward.  He  knew 
that  she  was  only  doing  her  duty  by  her  child ; 
he  knew  that  she  was  actuated  by  the  purest  and 
best  of  motives ;  he  was  not  able  to  say  a  word 
against  her  even  to  himself;  but,  nevertheless, 
he  desired  to  be  revenged  on  her.  He  desired 
to  be  revenged  on  her — not  by  injuring  her, 
not  by  injuring  Katie — but  by  injuring  himself. 
He  would  make  Mrs.  Woodward  feel  what  she 
had  done,  by  rushing,  himself,  on  his  own  ruin. 
He  would  return  to  the  Cat  and  Whistle — he 
would  keep  his  promise  and  marry  Norah  Ge- 
raghty — he  would  go  utterly  to  destruction,  and 
then  Mrs.  Woodward  would  know  and  feel  what 
she  had  done  in  banishing  him  from  her  daugh- 
ter's presence ! 

Having  arrived  at  this  magnanimous  reso- 
lution after  a  fortnight's  doubt  and  misery,  he 
proceeded  to  put  his  purpose  into  execution.  It 
was  now  some  considerable  time  since  he  had 
been  at  the  Cat  and  Wliistle ;  he  had  had  no  fur- 
ther visit  from  Mrs.  Davis,  but  he  had  received 
one  or  two  notes  both  from  her  and  Norah,  to 
which,  as  long  as  he  had  Katie's  purse,  he 
was  resolute  in  not  replying ;  messages  also  had 
reached  him  from  the  landlady  through  Dick 
Scatterall,  in  the  last  of  which  he  was  reminded 
that  there  was  a  trifle  due  at  the  bar,  and  another 
trifle  for  money  lent. 

One  night,  having  lashed  himself  up  to  a  fit 
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stafce  of  wretched  desperation,  lie  found  himself 
at  the  well-known  corner  of  the  street  leading 
out  of  the  Strand.  On  his  journey  thither  he 
had  been  trying  to  realize  to  himself  what  it 
would  be  to  be  the  husband  of  Norah  Gleraghty, 
what  would  be  the  joy  of  returning  to  a  small 
house  in  some  dingy  suburb  and  finding  her  to 
receive  him.  Could  he  really  love  lifer  when  she 
would  be  bone  of  his  bone  and  flesh  of  his  flesh, 
the  wife  of  his  bosom  and  the  mother  of  his 
children  ?  In  such  a  case  would  he  ever  be  able 
to  forget  that  he  had  known  Katie  Woodward  ? 
Would  those  words  of  hers  ever  ring  in  his  ears, 
then  as  now — "  You  will  be  steady,  dear  Charley ; 
won't  you  ?" 

There  are  those  who  boast  that  a  gentleman 
must  always  be  a  gentleman ;  that  a  man,  let 
him  marry  whom  he  will,  raises  or  degrades  his 
wife  to  the  level  of  his  own  condition,  and  that 
King  Cophetua  could  share  his  throne  with  a 
beggar-woman  without  sullying  its  splendour  or 
diminishing  its  glory.  How  a  king  may  fare 
in  such  a  condition,  the  author,  knowing  httle  of 
kings,  will  not  pretend  to  say ;  nor  yet  will  he 
offer  an  opinion  whether  a  lowly  match  be  fatally 
injurious  to  a  marquess,  dulvc,  or  earl ;  but  this 
he  will  be  bold  to  affirm,  that  a  man  from  the 
ordinary  ranks  of  the  upper  classes,  who  has  had 
the  nurture  of  a  gentleman,  prepares  for  himself 
a  hell  on  earth  in  taking  a  wife  from  any 
rank  much  below  his  own, — a  hell  on  earth  and, 
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alas  1  too  often  another  hell  elsewhere  also.  He 
must  either  leave  her  or  loathe  her.  She  may 
be  endowed  with  all  those  moral  virtues  which 
should  adorn  all  women,  and  which,  thank  Grod, 
are  common  to  women  in  this  country ;  but  he 
will  have  to  endure  habits,  manners,  and  ideas 
which  the  close  contiguity  of  married  life  will 
force  upon  his  disgusted  palate,  and  which  must 
banish  all  love.  Man  by  instinct  desires  in  his 
wife  something  softer,  sweeter,  more  refined  than 
himself;  and  though  in  failing  to  obtain  this, 
the  fault  may  be  all  his  own,  he  will  not  on  that 
account  the  more  easily  reconcile  himself  to  the 
want. 

Charley  knew  that  he  w^as  preparing  such 
misery  for  himself.  As  he  went  along,  deter- 
mined to  commit  a  moral  suicide  by  allying 
himself  to  the  bar-maid,  he  constrained  himself 
to  look  with  his  mind's  eye  '  upon  this  picture 
and  on  this.' 

He  had  felt  of  what  nature  was  the  sort  of 
love  with  which  Katie  Woodward  had  inspired 
his  heart ;  and  he  felt  also  what  was  that  other 
sort  of  love  to  which  the  charms  of  ISTorah 
Geraghty  had  given  birth. 

Norali  was  a  fine  girl,  smart  enough  in  her 
outward  apparel,  but  apt  occasionally  to  disclose 
uncomfortable  secrets,  if  from  any  accident  more 
than  her  outward  apparel  might  momentarily 
become  visible.  When  dressed  up  for  a  Sunday 
excursion  she  had  her  attractions,  and  even  on 
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ordinary  evenings,  a  young  man  such  as  Cliarle}^, 
after  imbibing  two  or  three  glasses  of  spirits  and 
water,  and  smoking  two  or  three  cigars,  might 
find  her  to  be  what  some  of  her  friends  would 
have  called  ''very  good  company."  As  to  her 
mind,  had  Charley  been  asked  about  it,  he  would 
probably  have  said  that  he  was  ignorant  w^hether 
she  had  any ;  but  this  he  did  know,  that  she  was 
sharp  and  quick,  alert  in  counting  change,  and 
gifted  with  a  peculiar  power  of  detecting  bad 
coin  by  the  touch.  Such  was  Norali  Geraghty, 
whom  Charley  was  to  marry. 

And  then  that  other  portrait  was  limned  with 
equal  accuracy  before  his  eyes.  Katie,  with  all 
her  juvenile  spirit,  was  delightfully  feminine ; 
every  motion  of  hers  was  easy,  and  every  form 
into  which  she  could  twist  her  young  limbs  was 
graceful.  She  had  all  the  nice  ideas  and  ways 
which  a  girl  acquires  when  she  grows  from  child- 
hood to  woman's  stature,  under  the  eye  of  a 
mother  who  is  a  lady.  Katie  could  be  untidy 
on  occasions ;  but  her  very  untidyness  was  in- 
viting. All  her  belongings  were  nice ;  she  had 
no  hidden  secrets,  the  chance  revealing  of  which 
would  disgrace  her.  She  might  come  in  from 
her  island  palaces  in  a  guise  which  would  call 
down  some  would-be-censorious  exclamation  from 
her  mother ;  but  all  others  but  her  mother  would 
declare  that  Katie  in  such  moments  was  more 
lovely  than  ever.  And  Katie's  beauty  pleased 
more  than  the  eye — it  came  home  to  the  mind 
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and  heart  of  those  who  saw  her.  It  spoke 
at  once  to  the  intelhgence,  and  required,  for  its 
full  appreciation,  an  exercise  of  the  mental  facul- 
ties, as  well  as  animal  senses.  If  the  owner  of 
that  outward  form  were  bad  or  vile,  one  w^ould 
be  inclined  to  say  that  nature  must  have  lied, 
when  she  endowed  her  with  so  fair  an  index. 
Such  w^as  Katie  Woodw^ard,  whom  Charley  was 
not  to  marry. 

As  he  turned  down  Norfolk  Street,  he  thought 
of  all  this,  as  the  gambler,  sitting  with  his  razor 
before  him  with  wdiich  he  intends  to  cut  his 
throat,  may  be  supposed  to  think  of  the  stakes 
which  he  has  failed  to  wdn,  and  the  fortune 
he  has  failed  to  make.  Nor  ah  Geraghty  was 
Charley's  razor,  and  he  plunged  boldly  into  the 
Cat  and  Whistle,  determined  to  draw  it  at  once 
across  his  weasand,  and  sever  himself  for  ever 
from  all  that  is  valuable  in  the  world. 

It  was  now  about  eleven  o'clock,  at  which 
hour  the  Cat  and  Wliistle  generally  does  its 
most  stirring  trade.  This  Charley  knew  ;  but  he 
also  knew  that  the  little  back  parlour,  even  if 
there  should  be  an  inmate  in  it  at  the  time  of  his 
going  in,  would  soon  be  made  private  for  his 
purposes. 

Wlien  he  w^ent  in,  Mrs.  Davis  was  standing 
behind  the  counter,  dressed  in  a  cap  of  wonderful 
grandeur,  and  a  red  tabinet  gown,  which  rustled 
among  the  pots  and  jars,  sticking  out  from  her 
to  a  tremendous  width,  inflated  by  its  owni  mag- 
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nificence  and  a  substratum  of  crinoline.  Charley 
had  never  before  seen  her  arrayed  in  such  royal 
robes.  Her  accustomed  maid  was  waiting  as 
usual  on  the  guests,  and  another  girl  also  was 
assisting  ;  but  JSTorah  did  not  appear  to  Charley's 
first  impatient  glance. 

He  at  once  saw  that  something  wonderful  was 
going  on.  The  front  parlour  was  quite  full,  and 
the  ministering  angel  was  going  in  and  out 
quickly,  with  more  generous  supplies  of  the  gifts 
of  Bacchus  than  were  usual  at  the  Cat  and 
Whistle.  Gin  atid  water  was  the  ordinary  tipple 
in  the  front  parlour ;  and  any  one  of  its  denizens 
inclined  to  cut  a  dash  above  his  neighbours  gene- 
rally did  so  with  a  bottom  of  brandy.  But  now 
Mrs.  Davis  was  mixing  port- wine  negus  as  fast 
as  her  hands  could  make  it. 

And  then  there  were  standing  round  the 
counter  four  or  five  customers,  faces  well  known 
to  Charley,  all  of  whom  seemed  to  be  dressed 
with  a  splendour  second  only  to  that  of  the  land- 
lady. One  man  had  on  an  almost  new  brown 
frock  coat  with  a  black  velvet  collar,  and  white 
trousers.  Two  had  blue  swallow-tailed  coats 
with  brass  buttons ;  and  a  fourth,  a  dashing 
young  lawyer's  clerk  from  Clement's  Inn,  was 
absolutely  stirring  a  mixture,  which  he  called  a 
mint  julep,  with  a  yellow  kid  glove  dangling  out 
of  his  hand. 

They  all  stood  back  when  Charley  entered;  they 
had  been  accustomed  to  make  way  for  him  in 
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former  days,  and  though  he  had  latterly  ceased 
to  rule  at  the  Cat  and  Whistle  as  he  once  did, 
they  were  too  generous  to  trample  on  fallen 
greatness.  He  gave  his  hand  to  Mrs.  Davis  across 
the  counter,  and  asked  her,  in  the  most  uncon- 
cerned voice  which  lie  could  assume,  what  was  in 
the  wind.  She  tittered  and  laughed,  told  him  he 
had  come  too  late  for  the  fun,  and  then  retreated 
into  the  little  hack  parlour,  whither  he  follow^ed 
her.  She  was  at  any  rate  in  a  good  humour, 
and  seemed  quite  inclined  to  forgive  his  rather 
uncivil  treatment  of  her  notes  and  messages. 

In  the  back  parlour  Charley  found  more 
people  drinking,  and  among  them,  three  ladies 
of  Mrs.  Davis's  acquaintance.  They  were  all 
very  fine  in  their  apparel,  and  very  comfortable 
as  to  their  immediate  employment,  for  each  had 
before  her  a  glass  of  hot  tipple.  One  of  them,  a 
ilorid-faced  dame  about  fifty,  Charley  had  seen 
before,  and  knew  to  be  the  wife  of  a  pork  butcher 
and  sausage  maker  in  the  neighbourhood.  Di- 
rectly he  entered  the  room,  Mrs.  Davis  formally 
introduced  him  to  them  all.  "  A  very  particular 
friend  of  mine,  Mrs.  Allchops,  and  of  IN'orah's, 
too,  I  can  assure  you,"  said  Mrs.  Davis. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Tudor,  and  how  be  you ;  a  sight  of 
you  is  good  for  sore  eyes,"  said  she  of  the  sau- 
sages, rising,  with  some  difiiculty,  from  her  chair, 
and  grasping  Charley's  hand  with  all  the  pleasant 
cordiality  of  old  friendship. 

"  The  gen'leman  seems  to  be  a  little  too  late 
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for  tlie  fair,"  said  a  severe  lodging-house  keeper 
from  Cecil- street. 

•'  Them  as  ^Yills  not,  when  they  may, 
When  they  wills  they  shall  have  nay ; " 

said  a  sarcastic  rival  bar-maid  from  a  neiglil3om'ing 
public,  to  whom  all  Norah's  ^\Tongs  and  all  Mr. 
Tudor's  false  promises  Vv^ere  fully  kno^\ai. 

Charley  was  not  the  fellow  to  allow  himself  to 
be  put  doAvn,  even  by  feminine  raillery ;  so  he 
plucked  up  his  spirit,  sad  as  he  was  at  heart,  and 
replied  to  tliem  all  en  masse. 

"  Well,  ladies,  Avhat's  in  the  wind  now  ?  You 
seem  to  be  xqyj  cosy  here,  all  of  you :  suppose 
you  allow  me  to  join  you." 

"  With  a  'eart  and  a  'alf,"  said  Mrs.  Allchops, 
squeezing  her  corpulence  up  to  the  end  of  the 
horse-hair  sofa,  so  as  to  make  room  for  him  be- 
tween herself  and  the  poetic  bar-maid.  "  I'd 
sooner  have  a  gen'leman  next  to  me  nor  a  lady 
hany  day  of  the  week ;  so  come  and  sit  down, 
my  birdie." 

But  Charley,  as  he  was  about  to  accept  the  in- 
vitation of  his  friend  Mrs.  Allchops,  caught  Mrs. 
Davis's  eye,  and  followed  her  out  of  the  room 
into  the  passage.  "  Step  up  to  the  landing,  Mr. 
Tudor,"  said  she ;  and  Charley  stepped  up. 
"  Come  in  here,  Mr.  Tudor — you  won't  mind  my 
bed-room  for  once,"  and  Charley  followed  her  in, 
not  minding  her  bed-room. 

"  Of  course  you  know  what  has  happened,  Mr. 
Tudor?"  said  she. 
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"  Dhdl  a  bit,"  said  Charley. 

"Lavrs  now — don't  you,  indeed?  well,  tliat  is 
odd." 

"  How  tlie  dence  should  I  know  —  where's 
Korah  ?" 

"  AYliy — she's  at  Gravesend." 

"  At  Gravesend  —  ^^ou  don't  mean  to  say 
she's " 

"  I  just  do  then ;  she's  just  gone  and  got  her- 
self spliced  to  Peppermint  tliis  morning.  They 
had  the  banns  said  these  last  tlu'ee  Smidavs  ;  and 
this  morning  they  was  at  St.  Martin's  at  eight 
o'clock,  and  has  been  here  junketing  ever  since, 
and  now"  they're  away  to  Gravesend." 

"Gravesend !"  said  Charlev,  struck  bv  the  sud- 
denness  of  his  rescue,  as  the  o^ambler  would  have 
been  had  some  sudden  stranger  seized  the  razor 
at  the  moment  when  it  was  lifted  to  his  throat. 

"  Yes,  Gravesend,"  said  Mrs.  Da^ds ;  "  and 
they'll  come  up  home  to  his  oa\ti  house  by  the 
first  boat  to-morrow." 

"So  Norah's  married!"  said  Charlev,  ^^dth  a 
slight  access  of  sentimental  softness  in  his  voice. 

"  She's  been  and  done  it  now,  Mr.  Tudor,  and 
no  mistake ;  and  it's  better  so,  a'n't  it  ?  Why, 
Lord  love  you,  she'd  never  have  done  for  you, 
you  know  ;  and  she's  the  ver^'-  article  for  such  a 
man  as  Peppermint." 

There  was  something  good-natured  in  this, 
and  so  Charlev  felt  it.  As  lons^  as  Mrs.  Da^is 
could  do  anvtliin!z  to  assist  her  cousin's  ^'iews, 
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by  endeavouring  to  seduce  or  persuade  her 
favourite  lover  into  a  marriage,  slie  left  no  stone 
unturned,  working  on  lier  cousin's  behalf.  But 
now,  now  that  all  those  hopes  were  over,  now 
that  Norah  had  consented  to  sacrifice  love  to 
prudence,  why  should  Mrs.  Davis  quarrel  with 
an  old  friend  any  longer  ?  why  should  not  things 
be  made  pleasant  to  him  as  to  the  others  ? 

"  And  now,  Mr.  Tudor,  come  down,  and  drink 
a  glass  to  their  healths,  and  wish  'em  both  well, 
and  don't  mind  what  them  women  says  to  you. 
You're  well  out  of  a  mess  ;  and  now  it's  all  over, 
I'm  glad  it  is  as  it  is." 

Charley  went  down  and  took  his  glass  and 
drank  prosperity  to  the  bride  and  bridegroom. 
The  sarcastic  rival  bar-maid  said  little  snappish 
things  to  him,  offered  him  a  bit  of  green  ribbon, 
and  told  him  that  if  he  "  minded  hisself,"  some- 
body might,  perhaps,  take  him  yet.  But  Charley 
was  proof  against  this. 

He  sat  there  about  half-an-hour,  and  then 
went  his  way,  shaking  hands  with  all  the  ladies 
and  bowing  to  the  gentlemen.  On  the  following 
day,  as  soon  as  he  left  his  office,  he  called  at  the 
Cat  and  Whistle,  and  paid  his  little  bill  there, 
and  said  his  last  farewell  to  Mrs.  Davis.  He 
never  visited  the  house  again.  Now  that  Norah 
was  gone  the  attractions  were  not  powerful. 
Eeader,  you  and  I  will  at  the  same  time  say  our 
farewells  to  Mrs.  Davis,  to  Mr.  Peppermint  also 
and  to  his  hride.     If  tliou  art  an  elegant  reader, 
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unaccustomed  to  the  contaminatioii  of  pipes  and 
glasses,  I  owe  thee  an  apology  in  that  thou  hast 
been  caused  to  linger  awhile  among  things  so 
unsavoury.  But  if  thou  art  one  who  of  thine 
own  will  hast  taken  thine  ease  in  thine  inn,  hast 
enjoyed  the  freedom  of  a  sanded  parlour,  hast 
known  '  that  ginger  is  hot  in  the  mouth,'  and 
made  thyself  light-hearted  with  a  yard  of  clay, 
then  thou  wilt  confess  there  are  worse  establish- 
ments than  the  Cat  and  Whistle,  less  generous 
landladies  than  Mrs.  Davis. 

When  all  this  happened  the  Woodwards  had 
not  been  long  at  Torquay.  Mr.  Peppermint  was 
made  a  happy  man  before  Christmas  ;  and  there- 
fore Charley  was  left  to  drift  before  the  wind 
without  the  ballast  of  any  lady's  love  to  keep  him 
in  sailing  trim.  Poor  fellow !  he  had  had  wealth 
on  one  side,  beauty  and  love  on  another,  and  on 
the  third  all  those  usefol  qualities  which  Miss 
Geraghty  has  been  described  as  possessing.  He 
had  been  thus  surrounded  by  feminine  attractions, 
and  had  lost  them  all.  Two  of  those,  from  whom 
he  had  had  to  choose,  had  married  others,  and  he 
was  banished  from  the  presence  of  the  third. 
Under  such  circumstances  what  could  he  do  but 
drift  about  the  gulfs  and  straits  of  the  London 
ocean  without  compass  or  rudder,  and  bruise  his 
timbers  against  all  the  sunken  rocks  that  might 
come  in  his  way. 

And  then  Norman  told  him  of  his  coming 
marriage,  and  Charley  Avas  more  sad  tlian  ever. 
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And  thus  matters  went  on  with  him  till  the 
period  at  which  onr  story  will  be  resumed  at  the 
return  of  the  Woodwards  to  Hampton. 

In  the  meantime  another  winter  and  another 
spring  had  passed  over  Alaric's  head,  and  now 
the  full  tide  of  the  London  season  found  him 
still  rising,  and  receiving  every  day  more  of  the 
world's  homage.  Sir  Gregory  Hardlines  had  had 
every  reason  to  praise  his  own  judgment  in  select- 
ing Mr.  Tudor  for  the  vacant  seat  among  the 
Magi. 

From  that  moment  all  had  gone  smooth  with 
Sir  Grregory ;  there  was  no  one  to  interfere 
with  his  hobby  or  run  counter  to  his  opinion. 
Alaric  was  all  that  was  conciliatory  and  amiable 
in  a  colleague.  He  was  not  submissive  and 
cringing  ;  and  had  he  been  so  Sir  Grregory,  to  do 
him  justice,  would  have  been  disgusted ;  but 
neither  was  he  self-opinionated  nor  obstinate  like 
Mr.  Jobbles.  He  insisted  on  introducing  no 
crotchets  of  his  own,  and  allowed  Sir  Gregory 
all  the  credit  of  the  commission. 

This  all  went  on  delightfully  for  a  while  ;  but 
on  one  morning,  early  in  May,  Alaric  somewhat 
disturbed  the  equanimity  of  his  chief  by  com- 
municating to  him  his  intention  of  becoming  a 
candidate  for  the  representation  of  the  borough 
of  Strathbogy,  at  the  next  general  election  which 
was  to  take  place  very  shortly  after  the  close 
of  the  session.  Sir  Gregory  was  dumfounded 
and  expressed  himself  as   incapable  of  believing 
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that   Tuclor  really  meant  to  throw  up  1,200/.  a 
year  on  the  mere  speculation  of  its  being  possible 
that  he   should  get  into   Parliament.     Men  in 
general,  as  Sir  Grregory   endeavoured  to  explain 
with  much  eloquence,  go  into  Parliament  for  the 
sake    of  getting   places    of  1,200/.  a  year.     For 
wdiat  eartlily  reason  should  Alaric  again  be  going 
to  the  bottom  of  the  ladder,  seeing  that  he  had 
already  attained  a  rung  of  such  very  respectable 
altitude  1  Alaric  said  to  himself,  "  Excelsior  !"  To 
Sir  Gfregory  he  suggested  that  it  might  be  pos- 
sible that  he  should  get  into  Parliament  without 
giving  up  his  seat  at  the  board.    Earth  and  Hea- 
ven, it  might  be  hoped,  vv^ould  not  come  together 
even  though  so  great  a  violence  as  this   should 
be  done  to  the  time-honoured  practices   of  the 
Government.    Sir  Grregory  suggested  that  it  was 
contrary  to  the  constitution.     Alaric  replied  that 
the  constitution  had  been  put  upon  to  as  great  an 
extent  before  this,  and  had  survived.  Sir  Gregory 
regarded  it  as  all  but  impossible,  and  declared  it 
to  be  quite  unusual.     Alaric  rejoined  that  some- 
thing of  the  same  kind  had  been  done  at  the 
Poor  Law  Board.     To  this   Sir  Gregory  replied, 
gently  pluming  his  feathers  wdth  conscious  great- 
ness, that  at  the  Poor  Law  Board  the   chief  of 
the  commission  was  the   Parliamentary  officer. 
Alaric   declared  that  he  was  perfectly  willing  to 
give  way  if  Sir  Gregory  would  go  into  the  House 
himself.     To  this    Sir    Gregory  demurred ;  not 
feeling  himself  called  on  to  change  the  sphere  of 


46  THE    THilEE    CLEUKS. 

his  utility.  And  so  the  matter  was  debated 
between  them,  till  at  ktst  Sir  Grregory  promised 
to  consult  his  friend  the  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer.  The  ice  was  thus  broken,  and  Alaric 
was  quite  contented  with  the  part  which  he  had 
taken  in  the  conversation. 

With  his  own  official  prospects,  in  spite  of  the 
hazardous  step  which  he  now  meditated,  he  was 
quite   contented.     He  had   an  idea  that  in  the 
public  service  of  the  Government,  as  well  as  in 
all  other  services,  men  who  were  known  to  be 
worth  their  wages  would  find  employment.     He 
was  worth  his  wages.     Men  who  could  serve  their 
country   well,   v/ho    could  adapt    themselves    to 
work,  who  were  practical,   easy  in  harness,  able 
to  drive  and  patient  to  be  driven,  were  not  un- 
fortunately as  plentiful  as  blackberries.   He  began 
to  perceive  that  a  really  useful  man  could  not  be 
found  miscellaneously  under  every  hat  in   Pall 
Mall.     He  knew  his  own  value,  and  did  not  fear 
but  that  he  should  find  a  price  for  it  in  some  of 
the  world's  markets.     He  would  not,  therefore, 
allow  liimself  to  be  deterred  from  further  pro- 
gress by  any  fear  that  in  doing  so  he  risked  the 
security  of  his  daily  bread  ;  no,  not  though  the 
risk  extended  to  his  wife  ;  she  had  taken  him  for 
better  or  worse  ;  if  the  better  came  she  should 
share  it ;    if  the  worse,  why  let  her  share  that 
also,  with  such  consolation  as  his  afiection  might 
be  able  to  ofier. 

There  was  something  noble  in  this  courage. 
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in  this  lack  of  prudence.  It  may  be  a  question 
whether  men,  in  marrying,  do  not  become  too 
prudent.  A  single  man  may  risk  anything,  says 
the  world  ;  but  a  man  with  a  wife  should  be  sure 
of  his  means.  Why  so  ?  A  man  and  woman 
are  but  two  units.  A  man  and  a  woman  with  ten 
children  are  but  twelve  units.  It  is  sad  to  see  a 
man  starving — sad  to  see  a  woman  starving — 
very  sad  to  see  children  starving.  But  how 
often  does  it  come  to  pass  that  the  man  who  will 
work  is  seen  begging  his  bread  ?  we  may  almost 
say  never — unless,  indeed,  he  be  a  clergyman.  Let 
the  idle  man  be  sure  of  his  wife's  bread  before 
he  marries  her ;  but  the  working  man,  one  would 
say,  may  generally  trust  to  God's  goodness  mth- 
out  fear. 

With  his  official  career  Alaric  was,  as  we  have 
said,  well  contented  ;  in  his  stock-jobbing  line  of 
business  he  also  had  had  moments  of  great 
exaltation,  and  some  moments  of  consider- 
able depression.  The  West  Corks  had  vacillated. 
Both  he  and  Undy  had  sold  and  bought  and  sold 
again ;  and  on  the  whole  their  stake  in  that 
stupendous  national  line  of  accommodation  vv^as 
not  so  all  absorbing  as  it  had  once  been.  But 
if  money  had  been  withdrawn  from  this,  it  had 
been  invested  elsewhere,  and  the  great  sum  bor- 
rowed from  Madame  Jaquetanape's  fortune  had 
been  in  no  part  replaced — one  full  moiety  of  it  had 
been  taken — may  one  not  say  stolen  ? — to  enable 
Alaric  and  Undy  to  continue  their  speculations. 
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The  "iindertaking  to  which  they  were  now  both 
wedded  was  the  Limehouse  and  Eotherhithe 
Bridge.  Of  this  TJndy  was  chairman,  and  Alaric 
was  a  director,  and  at  the  present  moment  they 
looked  for  ample  fortune,  or  what  would  nearly 
be  ample  ruin,  to  the  decision  of  a  committee 
of  the  House  of  Commons  which  was  about  to 
sit  with  the  view  of  making  inquiry  as  to  the 
necessity  of  the  bridge  in  question. 

Mr.  Nogo,  the  member  for  Mile  End,  was  the 
parent  of  this  committee.  He  asserted  that  the 
matter  was  one  of  such  vital  importance  not  only 
to  the  whole  metropolis,  but  to  the  country  at 
large,  that  the  Grovernment  were  bound  in  the 
first  place  to  give  a  large  subsidy  towards  build- 
ing the  bridge,  and  afterwards  to  pay  a  hea\'y 
annual  sum  towards  the  amount  which  it  would 
be  necessary  to  raise  by  tolls.  Mr.  Whip  Vigil, 
on  the  other  hand,  declared  on  the  part  of  Govern- 
ment that  the  bridge  was  wholly  unnecessary ; 
that  if  it  were  built  it  ought  to  be  pulled  down 
again  ;  and  that  not  a  stiver  could  be  given  out 
of  the  pubhc  purse  with  such  an  object. 

On  this  they  joined  issue.  Mr.  Nogo  prayed 
for  a  committee,  and  Mr.  Yigil,  having  duly  con- 
sulted his  higher  brethren  in  the  government, 
conceded  this  point.  It  may  easily  be  conceived 
how  high  were  now  the  hopes  both  of  XJndy 
Scott  and  Alaric  Tudor.  It  was  not  at  aU  neces- 
sary for  them  that  the  bridge  should  ever  be 
built ;  that,  probably,  was  out  of  the  question ; 
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tliat,  very  likely,  neither  of  tlieiii  regarded  as  a 
possibility.  But  if  a  committee  of  tlie  House 
of  Commons  could  be  got  to  say  that  it  ought  to 
be  built,  they  might  safely  calculate  on  selling 
out  at  a  large  profit. 

But  who  were  to  sit  on  the  Committee  ?  That 
was  now  the  all  momentous  question. 


TOL     111. 
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CHAPTEE   III. 

THE   PARLIAMENTARY  COMMITTEE. 

There  is  a  sport  prevalent  among  tlie  clowns  in 
Hampsliire  to  wliicli,  though  not  of  a  high  de- 
gree, much  interest  is  attached.  Men  and  boys, 
with  social  glee  and  happy  boyish  shouts,  congre- 
gate together  on  a  hill  side,  at  the  mouth  of  a 
narrow  hole,  and  proceed,  with  the  aid  of  a  well- 
trained  bull-dog,  to  draw  a  badger.  If  the  bad- 
ger be  at  all  commendable  in  his  class  this  is  by 
no  means  an  easy  thing  to  do^  He  is  a  sturdy 
animal,  and  well  fortified  with  sharp  and  prac- 
tised teeth  ;  his  hide  is  of  the  toughest ;  his  paws 
of  the  strongest,  and  his  dead  power  of  resistance 
so  great  as  to  give  him  more  than  an  equal  chance 
with  the  bull-dog.  The  delighted  sportsmen  stand 
around  listening  to  the  growls  and  the  snarls,  the 
tearings,  gnawings,  and  bloody  struggles  of  the 
combatants  within. — "  Well  done,  badger! — Well 
done,  bull  dog! — Draw  him,  buU  dog! — Bite  him, 
badger  !  Each  has  his  friends,  and  the  interest  of 
the  moment  is  intense.  The  badger,  it  is  true, 
has  done  no  harm.  He  has  been  doing  as  it  was 
appointed  for  him  to  do,  poor  badger,  in  that  hole 
of  his.  But  then,  why  were  badgers  created  but 
to  be  drawn  ?     Why,  indeed ;  but  to  be  drawn,  or 
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not  to  be  drawn,  as  the  case  ma.y  be  ?  See  !  the 
bull- dog  returns  minus  an  ear,  with  an  eye  hang- 
ing loose,  his  nether  lip  torn  off,  and  one  pav/ 
bit  through  and  through.  Limping,  dejected, 
beaten,  glaring  fearfully  from  his  one  remaining 
eye,  the  dog  comes  out ;  and  the  badger  within 
rolls  himself  up  with  affected  ease,  hidin,g  his 
bloody  wounds  from  the  public  eye. 

So  it  is  that  the  sport  is  played  in  Hampshire  ; 
and  so  also  at  Westminster — with  a  difference, 
however.  In  Hampshire  the  two  brutes  retain 
ever  their  appointed  natures.  The  badger  is 
always  a  badger,  and  the  bull-dog  never  other 
than  a  bull-dog.  At  Westminster  there  is  a 
juster  reciprocity  of  position.  The  badger  when 
drawn  has  to  take  his  place  outi^ide  the  hole  and 
fight  again  for  the  home  of  his  love  ;  while  the 
victorious  bull-dog  assumes  a  state  of  badgerdom, 
dons  the  skin  of  his  enemy,  and  in  his  turn  sub- 
mits to  be  baited. 

The  pursuit  is  certainly  full  of  interest,  but 
it  is  somev/hat  deficient  in  dignity. 

The  parliamentary  committee  which  was  to 
sit  with  reference  to  the  Limehouse  and  Rother- 
hithe  bridge,  had  been  one  of  the  effects  of  a 
baiting  match  such  as  that  above  described.  In 
this  contest  the  enemies  of  the  proud  occupier  of 
the  den  on  the  mountain  side  had  not  been  con- 
tented to  attempt  to  expel  him  with  a  single  bull- 
dog. A  whole  pack  had  been  let  loose  at  his  de- 
voted throat.     Bull-dogs  had  been  at  him,  and 

D  2 


52  THE    THREE    CLERKS, 

terriers,  mastiffs,  blood-liouncls,  lurcliers  and  curs ; 
but  so  accustomed  was  lie  to  the  contest,  so  know- 
ing in  his  fence,  so  ready  with  all  the  weapons 
given  to  him  by  nature,  that,  in  spite  of  the  num- 
bers and  venom  of  liis  enemies,  he  had  contrived 
to  hold  his  own.  Some  leading  hounds  had  fallen 
to  rise  no  more ;  others  had  retreated,  yelping  to 
their  kennels,  to  lie  quiet  for  a  while,  till  time 
might  give  them  courage  for  a  new  attack.  The 
country  round  was  filled  with  the  noise  of  their 
plaints  and  the  yov/ling  and  hov/ling  of  canine 
defeat.  The  gray  old  badger  meanwhile  sat  proud 
in  his  hole,  wdth  all  his  badger  kin  around  him, 
and  laughed  his  v/ell-knovvai  badger  laugh  at  his 
disconsolate  foes.  Such  a  brock  had  not  for  years 
been  seen  in  the  country  side  ;  so  cool,  so  resolute, 
so  knoY/ing  in  his  badger  ways,  so  impregnable 
in  his  bado^er  hole,  and  so  c^ood-humoured  withal. 
He  coidd  bite  fuU  sore  v/ith  those  old  teeth  of 
his,  and  yet  he  never  condescended  to  show  tliem. 
A  badger  indeed  of  whom  the  country  might  well 
be  23roud ! 

But  in  the  scramble  of  the  fight  some  little 
curs  had  been  permitted  to  run  away  with  some 
little  bones ;  and  in  this  way  Mr.  Nogo,  the 
member  for  Mile  End,  had  been  allov/ed  to  carry 
his  motion  for  a  committee  to  inquire  as  to  the 
expediency  of  the  G^overnment's  advancing  a  quar- 
ter of  a  million  towards  the  completion  of  that 
momentous  national  undertaking,  the  building  of 
a  bridc-e  from  Limehouse  to  Eotherhithe. 
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Yery  much  had  been  said  about  this  bridge, 
till  men  living  out  of  the  light  of  parliamentary 
life,  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  men,  that  is, 
out  of  every  thousand  in  the  Queen's  dominions, 
had  begun  to  thinh  that  it  was  the  great  want  of 
the  age.  Men  living  in  the  light,  the  supporters 
of  the  bridge  as  well  as  its  enemies,  knew  very 
well  that  such  an  erection  was  quite  unneeded,  and 
would,  in  all  probability,  never  be  made.  But  then 
the  firm  of  Blocks,  Piles,  and  Cofferdam,  who 
held  a  vast  quantity  of  the  bridge  shares,  and 
v/ho  were  to  be  the  contractors  for  building  it, 
had  an  all-powerful  influence  in  the  borough  of 
Limehouse.  Where  would  Mr.  Nogo  be,  if  he 
did  not  cultivate  the  friendship  of  such  men  as 
Blocks,  Piles,  and  Cofferdam  ? 

And  so  Mr.  Nogo,  and  those  who  acted  with 
Mr.  Nogo, — men,  that  is,  who  had  little  jobs  of 
their  own  to  do  and  in  the  doing  of  which  Mr. 
Nogo  occasionally  assisted,  TJndy  Scott,  for  in- 
stance, and  such  like — these  men,  I  say,  had 
talked  much  about  the  bridge ;  and  gentlemen  on 
the  Treasury  bench,  who  could  have  afforded  to 
shov/  up  the  folly  of  the  scheme,  and  to  put  Mr. 
Nogo  down  at  once,  had  he  been  alone,  felt  them- 
selves under  the  necessity  of  temporising.  As  to 
giving  a  penny  of  the  j)ublic  money  for  such  a 
purpose,  that  they  knev/  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion ;  that  Mr.  ISTogo  never  expected ;  that  they 
all  knew  Mr.  Nogo  never  expected.  But  as  Mr. 
Nogo's  numbers  v/ere  so  respectable,  it  vf as  neces- 


5- 


4  THE    THREE    CLERKS. 


saiy  to  oppose  liim  in  a  respectable  parliamentaiy 
steady  manner.  He  had  fifteen  with  him  !  Had 
he  been  quite  alone  Mr.  Yigil  would  have  sneered 
him  off;  had  he  had  but  four  to  back  him,  the 
old  badger  would  have  laughed  them  out  of  face 

with  a  brace  of  grins.    But  fifteen !  Mr.  Whip 

Viml  thousrht  that  the  committee  would  be  the 
most  safe.  So  would  the  outer  v/orld  be  broug^ht 
to  confess  that  the  interests  of  Limehouse  and 
Poplar,  Rotherhithe  and  Deptford  had  not  been 
overlooked  by  a  careful  government. 

But  of  whom  was  the  committee  to  be  made  up  ? 
That  was  now  the  question  which  to  Mr.  Nogo, 
in  his  hour  of  temporary  greatness,  vv^as  truly 
momentous.  He  of  course  was  to  be  the  chair- 
man, and  to  him  appertained  the  duty  of  naming 
the  other  members — of  naming  them  indeed — 
so  much  he  could  undoubtedly  do  by  the  strength 
of  his  own  privilege.  But  of  what  use  to  name 
a  string  of  men  to  wliom  Mr.  Vigil  would  not 
consent  ?  Mr.  Nogo,  did  he  do  so,  would  have  to 
divide  on  every  name,  and  be  beaten  at  every  divi- 
sion. There  would  be  no  triumph  in  that.  I^o  ; 
Mr.  Nogo  fully  understood  that  his  triumph  must 
be  achieved — if  he  were  destined  to  a  triumph — 
by  an  astute  skill  in  his  selection,  not  by  an  open 
choice  of  friends.  He  must  obtain  a  balance  on 
his  side,  but  one  in  which  the  scale  would  lean 
so  slightly  to  his  side  that  Mr.  Vigil's  eyes  might 
be  deceived.  Those  who  knew  Mr.  Vigil  best, 
were  inclined  to  surmise  that  such  an  arrange- 
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ment  was  somewhat  beyond  Mr.  Nogo's  political 
capacity.  There  is  a  proverb  which  goes  to  show 
that  a  certain  little  lively  animal  may  be  shaved 
if  he  be  caught  napping ;  but  then  the  difficulty 
of  so  catching  him  is  extreme. 

Mr.  'Nogo  at  the  head  of  the  list  put  Mr.  Vigil 
himself  This  of  course  was  a  necessity  to  him — 
would  that  he  coidd  have  dispensed  with  it !  Then 
he  named  sundry  supporters  of  the  Grovernment, 
sundry  members  also  of  the  opposition ;  and  he 
filled  up  the  list  with  certain  others  Avho  could 
not  be  regarded  as  sure  supporters  of  one  side  or 
the  other,  but  with  whom,  for  certain  reasons,  he 
thought  he  might  in  this  particular  case  be  safe. 
Undy  Scott  was  of  course  not  among  the  number, 
as  Mr.  I^ogo  would  only  have  damaged  his  cause 
by  naming  a  man  known  to  have  a  pecuniary 
interest  in  the  concern. 

The  member  for  Mile  End  was  doubtless  sharp, 
but  Mr.  Vigil  was  sharper.  His  object  was,  in 
fact,  merely  to  do  his  duty  to  the  country  by 
preventing  a  profuse  and  useless  expenditure  of 
money.  His  anxiety  was  a  perfectly  honest  one 
—to  save  the  exchequer  namely.  But  the  ch- 
cumstances  of  the  case  required  that  he  should 
fight  the  battle  according  to  the  tactics  of  the 
House,  and  he  well  understood  how  to  do  so. 

When  the  list  was  read  he  objected  to  two  or 
three  names — only  to  two  or  three.  They  were  not 
those  of  staunch  enemies  of  the  Grovernment ; 
nor  did  he  propose  in  their  places  the  names  of 
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st?.nncli  supporters.  He  suggested  certain  gen- 
tlemen who,  from  their  acquaintance  with,  bridges, 
tolls,  rivers,  &c.,  would,  as  he  said,  be  probably 
of  use.  He,  also,  was  sure  of  his  men,  and  as  he 
succeeded  with  two  of  them,  he  was  also  pretty 
sure  of  his  committee. 

And  then  the  committee  met,  and  a  lot  of 
witnesses  were  in  attendance.  The  chairman 
ojDened  his  case,  and  proceeded  to  prove,  by  the 
evidence  of  sundry  most  respectable  men  con- 
nected with  Limehouse,  and  with  the  portions  of 
Surrey  and  Kent  lying  immediately  opposite  to 
it,  that  the  most  intense  desire  for  friendly  and 
commercial  intercourse  was  felt ;  but,  that  though 
absolutely  close  to  each  other,  the  districts  were 
so  divided  by  adverse  circumstances,  circumstances 
which  were  monstrous  considering  the  advance  of 
science  in  the  nineteenth  century,  that  the  dearest 
friends  were  constrained  to  perpetual  banishment 
from  each  other ;  and  that  the  men  of  Kent  v/ere 
utterly  unable  to  do  any  trade  at  Limehouse,  and 
the  Limehousians  equally  unable  to  carry  on 
traffic  in  Surrey. 

It  was  wonderful  that  the  narrow  river  should 
be  so  effective  for  injury.  One  gentleman  from 
Poplar  proved  that,  having  given  his  daughter 
in  marriage  to  a  man  of  Deptford,  two  years 
since,  he  had  not  yet  been  able  to  see  her  since 
that  day.  Her  house,  by  the  crow's  flight,  was 
but  seven  furlongs  from  his  own ;  but  as  he  kept 
no  horse,  he  could  not  get  to  her  residence  v.ith- 
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out  a  four  hours'  walk,  for  wliicli  he  felt  himself 
to  be  too  old.     He  was,  however,  able  to  visit  his 
married  daughter  at  Heading,  and  be  back  to  tea. 
The  witness  declared  that   his   life   was   made 
miserable  by  his  being  thus  debarred  from  his 
child,  and  he  wiped  his  eyes  with  his  pocket- 
handkerchief,  piteously,  sitting  there  in  front  of 
the  committee.       In  answer  to  Mr.  Vigil  he  ad- 
mitted that  there  misrht  be  a  ferrv,  but  stated 
that  he  did  not  know.     Having  had,  from  child- 
hood, an  aversion  to  the  water  he  had  not  in- 
quired.    He  v\^as   aware  that   some  rash  people 
had  gone  through  the  Tunnel,  but  for  himself  he 
did  not  think  the  Tunnel  a  safe  mode  of  transit. 
Another  gentleman  belonging  to  Eotherhithe, 
who  was  obliged  to  be  almost  daily  at  Blackwall, 
maintained  two  horses  for  the  express  purpose  of 
going  backwards  and  forwards,  round  by  London 
Bridge.     They  cost  him   70/.  per  annum   each. 
Such  a  bridge  as  that  now  proposed,  and  which 
the  gentleman  declared  that  he  regarded  as  an 
embryo  monument  of  national  glory,  would  save 
him   140/.  per   annum.     He  then  proceeded  to 
make    a   little   speech  about  the    spirit  of  the 
age,  and  the  influence  of  routine,  which  he  de- 
scribed as  a  gloomy  gnom.e.    But  his  oratory  was 
cruelly  cut  short  by  Mr.  Vigil,  v/ho  demanded  of 
him  whether  he  ever  used  the  river  steamers.  The 
witness   shuddered   fearfully  as  he   assured  the 
committee  that  he    never  did,   and    referred  to 
the  Cricket,  whose  boilers  burst  in  the  vear  184:2: 
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besides  lie  had,  lie  said,  his  things  to  carry  with 
him. 

Another  witness  told  how  unsafe  was  the  tran- 
sit of  heavy  goods  by  barge  from  one  side  of  the 
river  to  another.  He  had  had  a  cargo  of  marine 
stores  which  would  go  to  sea  before  their  time. 
The  strong  ebb  of  the  tide,  joined  to  the  river 
current,  had  positively  carried  the  barge  away, 
and  its  course  had  not  been  stopped  till  it  had 
drifted  on  shore  at  Purfleet.  He  acknowledged 
that  something  had  transpired  of  the  bargemen 
being  drunk,  but  he  had  no  knowledge  himself 
that  such  had  been  the  case.  No  other  cargoes  of 
his  own  had  been  carried  away,  but  he  had  heard 
that  such  was  often  the  case.  He  thought  that 
the  bridge  was  imperatively  demanded.  Y\^ould 
the  tolls  pay  ?  He  felt  sure  that  they  would. 
Why,  then,  should  not  the  bridge  be  built  as 
a  commercial  speculation,  without  government 
aid  ?  He  thought  that  in  such  cases  a  fostering 
STOvernment  was  bound  to  come  forward  and 
show  the  way.  He  had  a  few  shares  in  the 
bridge  himself.  He  had  paid  up  1/.  a  share. 
They  were  now  worth  2s.  6d.  each.  They  had 
been  worth  nothing  before  the  committee  had 
been  ordered  to  sit.  He  declined  to  give  any 
opinion  as  to  what  the  shares  would  be  worth  if 
the  money  were  granted. 

Ladies  at  Limehouse  proved  that  if  there  were 
a  bridge  they  could  save  thirty  shillings  a  year 
each,  by  buying  their  tea  and  sugar  at   Eother- 
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liitlie  ;  and  so  singular  are  the  usages  of  trade, 
that  the  ladies  of  Eotherhitlie  would  benefit  their 
husbands  equally,  and  return  the  compliment  by 
consumino"  the  bread  of  Limehouse.  The  shores 
of  Kent  were  pining  for  the  beef  of  the  opposite 
bank,  and  only  too  anxious  to  give  in  return  the 
surplus  stock  of  their  own  poultry. 

"  Let  but  a  bridge  be  opened,"  as  was  asserted 
by  one  animated  vendor  of  rope,  "and  Poplar  would 
soon  rival  Pimlico.  Perhaps  that  might  not  be 
desirable  in  the  eyes  of  men  who  lived  in  the 
purlieus  of  the  Court,  and  who  were  desirous  to 
build  no  new  bridge,  except  that  over  the  orna- 
mental water  in  St.  James's  Park."  Upon  utter- 
ing which  the  rope-vendor  looked  at  Mr.  Yigil, 
as  though  he  expected  liim  to  sink  at  once  under 
the  table. 

Mr.  Blocks,  of  the  great  firm  of  Blocks,  Piles, 
and  Cofierdam,  then  came  forward.  He  declared 
that  a  large  sum  of  money  was  necessary  before 
this  great  national  undertaking  could  be  begun 
in  a  spirit  worthy  of  the  nineteenth  century.  It 
was  intended  to  commence  the  approaches  on 
each  side  of  the  river  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from 
the  first  abutment  of  the  bridge,  in  order  to  ac- 
quire the  necessary  altitude  without  a  steep  as- 
cent. He  then  described  what  a  glorious  bridge 
this  bridge  would  be ;  how  it  would  eclipse  all 
bridges  that  had  ever  been  built ;  how  the  fleets 
of  all  nations  would  ride  under  it ;  how  many 
hundred  thousand  square  feet    of    wrought  iron 
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would  be  consTimed  in  its  construction;  liow 
many  tons  of  Portland  stone  in  the  abutments, 
parapets,  and  supporting  walls ;  liow  much  tim- 
ber would  be  buried  twenty  fathoms  deep  in 
the  mud  of  the  river  ;  how  many  miles  of  paving 
stone  would  be  laid  down.  Mr.  Blocks  went  on 
with  his  astonishing  figures  till  the  committee 
were  bewildered,  and  even  Mr.  Vigil,  though 
well  used  to  calculations,  could  hardly  raise  his 
mind  to  the  dimensions  of  the  proposed  under- 
taking. 

The  engineer  followed,  and  showed  how  easily 
this  great  work  could  be  accomplished.  There 
was  no  difficulty,  literally  none.  The  patronage 
of  the  Crown  was  all  that  was  required.  The 
engineer  was  asked  whether  by  the  word  patron- 
age he  meant  money,  and  after  a  little  laughing 
and  a  few  counter  questions,  he  admitted  that,  in 
his  estimation,  patronage  and  money  did  mean 
the  same  thing. 

Such  was  the  case  made  out  by  the  promoters 
of  the  bridge,  and  the  chairman  and  his  party 
were  very  sanguine  of  success.  They  conceived 
that  Mr.  Block's  figures  had  completely  cowed 
their  antagonists. 

Mr.  Yigil  then  took  his  case  in  hand,  and 
brought  forward  his  witnesses.  It  now  appeared 
that  the  intercourse  between  the  people  living  on 
each  side  of  the  river  v/as  immense,  and  ever  on  the 
increase.  Limehouse,  it  would  seem,  had  nothing 
to  do  but  to  go  to  Deptford,  and  that  Deptford 
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consumed  all  its  time  in  returning  the  visit. 
Little  children  were  sent  across  continually  on 
the  most  trifling  errands,  going  and  coming  for 
one  halfpenny.  An  immense  income  was  made 
by  the  owners  of  the  ferry.  No  two  adjacent 
streets  in  London  had  more  to  do  with  each 
other  than  had  the  lanes  of  Eotherhithe  and  the 
lanes  of  Limehouse.  Westminster  and  Lambeth 
were  further  apart,  and  less  connected  by  friendly 
intercourse.  The  frequenters  of  the  ferry  were 
found  to  outnumber  the  passengers  over  Water- 
loo Bridge  by  ten  to  one. 

Indeed,  so  lamentable  a  proposition  as  this  of 
building  a  bridge  across  the  river  had  never  be- 
fore been  mooted  by  the  public.  Men  conversant 
with  such  matters,  gave  it  as  their  opinion  that 
no  amount  of  tolls  that  could  reasonably  be  ex- 
pected would  pay  one  per  cent,  on  the  money 
wliich  it  was  proposed  to  expend;  that  sum, 
hovv^ever,  they  stated,  would  not  more  than  half 
cover  the  full  cost  of  the  bridge.  Traf&c  would 
be  prohibited  by  the  heavy  charges  which  would 
be  necessary,  and  the  probability  would  be  that 
the  ferry  would  still  continue  to  be  the  ordinary 
mode  of  crossing  the  river. 

A  gentleman,  accustomed  to  use  strong  figures 
of  speech,  declared  that  if  such  a  bridge  were 
built,  the  wisest  course  would  be  to  sow  the 
surface  Vvith  grass,  and  let  it  out  for  grazing. 
This  witness  was  taken  specially  in  hand  by  Mr. 
Nceo,  and  tars^ed  very  tis^htlv.     Mr.  Yio^il  had 
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contrived  to  prove,  out  of  tlie  moutlis  of  inimical 
witnesses,  the  very  reverse  of  that  which  they 
had  been  summoned  thither  to  assert.  The 
secret  of  the  ferry  had  been  first  brought  to  the 
hght  by  the  gentleman  who  could  not  visit  his 
daughter  at  Deptford,  and  so  on.  These  tri- 
umphs had  evidently  been  very  pleasant  to  Mr. 
Vigil,  and  Mr.  Nogo  thought  that  he  might 
judiciously  take  a  leaf  out  of  the  treasury  book. 
Actuated  by  this  ambition,  he,  with  the  assist- 
ance of  his  friend  the  M*^Carthy  Desmond,  put 
no  less  than  2250  questions  to  the  gentleman 
who  suggested  the  grazing,  in  order  to  induce 
him  to  say,  that  if  there  were  a  bridge,  men 
would  probably  walk  over  it.  But  they  could 
not  bring  him  to  own  to  a  single  passenger,  un- 
less they  would  abandon  the  tolls.  The  most 
that  they  could  get  from  him  was,  that  perhaps 
an  old  woman,  with  more  money  than  wit,  might 
go  over  it  on  a  Sunday  afternoon,  if — which  he 
did  not  believe — any  old  woman  existed,  in  that 
part  of  tlie  world,  who  had  more  money  than 
wit. 

This  witness  was  kept  in  the  chair  for  three 
days,  during  which  Mr.  Vigil  was  nearly  driven 
wild  by  the  loss  of  his  valuable  time.  But  he 
did  not  complain.  Nor  would  he  have  complain- 
ed, though  he  might  have  absented  himself,  had 
the  witness  been  kept  in  the  chair  three  weeks 
instead  of  three  days.  The  expense  of  the  com- 
mittee, including  witnesses,  short-hand  writers. 
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and  printing,  was  about  60/.  a  day,  but  it  never 
occurred  to  any  one  of  the  number  to  get  up 
and  declare  with  indignation,  tliat  such  a  waste 
of  money  and  time  on  so  palpably  absurd  a 
scheme  was  degrading,  and  to  demand  an  im- 
mediate close  of  their  labours.  It  all  went 
smoothly  to  the  end,  and  Mr.  Nogo  walked  off 
from  his  task  with  the  approving  conscience  of  a 
patriotic  legislator. 

At  the  close  the  members  met  to  prepare  their 
report.  It  was  then  the  first  week  in  August, 
and  they  were  naturally  in  a  hurry  to  finish 
their  work.  It  was  now  their  duty  to  decide  on 
the  merits  of  Vvdiat  they  had  heard,  to  form  a 
judgment  as  to  the  veracity  of  the  witnesses,  and 
declare,  on  behalf  of  the  country  which  they 
represented,  whether  or  no  this  bridge  should  be 
built  at  the  expense  of  the  nation. 

With  his  decision  each  was  ready  enough ;  but 
not  one  of  them  dreamed  of  being  influenced  by 
anything  which  had  been  said  before  them.  All 
the  world — that  is,  all  that  were  in  any  way  con- 
cerned in  the  matter — knew  that  the  witnesses 
for  the  bridge  were  anxious  to  have  it  built,  and 
that  the  witnesses  against  the  bridge  were  anxious 
to  prevent  the  building.  It  would  be  the  worst 
of  ignorance,  ignorance  of  the  usage  of  the  world 
we  live  in,  to  suppose  that  any  member  of  Par- 
hament  could  be  influenced  by  such  mana?u\Tes. 
Besides,  was  not  the  mind  of  each  man  fully 
known  before  the  committee  met  ? 


64  THE    THREE    CLERKS. 

Yarious  propositions  were  made  by  the  mem- 
bers among  themselves,  and  various  amendments 
moved.  The  balance  of  the  different  parties  had 
been  nearly  preserved-.  A  decided  victory  vv^as 
not  to  be  expected  on  either  side.  At  last  the 
resolution  to  which  the  committee  came  was 
this : — "  That  this  committee  is  not  prepared, 
under  existing^  circumstances,  to  recommend  a 
grant  of  public  money  for  the  purpose  of  erecting 
a  bridge  at  Limehouse ;  but  that  the  committee 
consider  that  the  matter  is  still  open  to  consider- 
ation should  further  evidence  be  adduced." 

Mr.  Yigil  was  perfectly  satisfied.  He  did  not 
wish  to  acerbate  the  member  for  Mile  End,  and 
was  quite  mlling  to  give  him  a  lift  towards 
keeping  his  seat  for  the  borough,  if  able  to  do  so 
without  cost  to  the  public  exchequer.  At  Lime- 
house,  the  report  of  the  committee  was  declared 
by  certain  persons  to  be  as  good  as  a  decision  in 
their  favour ;  it  was  only  postponing  the  matter 
for  another  session.  But  Mr.  Yigil  knew  that 
he  had  carried  his  point,  and  the  v^^orld  soon 
agreed  with  him.  He  at  least  did  his  work  suc- 
cessfully, and,  considering  the  circumstances  of 
his  position,  he  did  it  with  credit  to  himself. 

A  huge  blue  volume  v^^as  then  published,  con- 
taining, among  other  things,  all  Mr.  Nogo's  22 5 Q 
questions  and  their  answers ;  and  so  the  Lime- 
house  and  Rotherhithe  bridge  dropped  into 
oblivion  and  was  forgotten. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

TO  STAND,  OR  NOT  TO  STAND. 

Sir  Gregory  Hardlines  had  been  somewliat 
startled  hj  Alaric's  announcement  of  liis  parlia- 
mentary intentions.  It  not  nnnaturally  occurred 
to  tliat  great  man  that  should  Mr.  Tudor  succeed 
at  Strathbogy,  and  should  he  also  succeed  in 
being  allowed  to  hold  his  office  and  seat  together, 
he,  Tudor,  would  very  soon  become  first  fiddle  at 
the  Civil  Service  Examination  Board.  This  was 
a  view  of  the  matter  which  was  by  no  means 
agreeable  to  Sir  Grregory.  Not  for  this  had  he 
devoted  his  time,  his  energy,  and  the  best  powers 
of  his  mind  to  the  office  of  which  he  was  at 
present  the  chief ;  not  for  this  had  he  taken  by 
the  hand  a  young  clerk,  and  brought  him  for- 
ward, and  pushed  him  up,  and  seated  him  in 
high  places.  To  have  kept  Mr.  Jobbles  would 
have  been  better  than  this ;  he,  at  any  rate,  would 
not  have  aspired  to  parliamentary  honours. 

And  when  Sir  (rregory  came  to  look  into  it, 
he  hardly  knew  whether  those  bugbears  with 
which  he  had  tried  to  frighten  Tudor  were  good 
serviceable  bugbears,  such  as  would  stand  the 
strain  of  such  a  man's  logic  and  reason.  Was 
there  really  any  reason  v/hy  one  of  the  commis- 
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sioners  should  not  sit  in  Parliament  ?  Would 
liis  doing  so  be  subversive  of  the  constitution  ? 
Or  would  the  minister  of  the  day  object  to  an 
additional  certain  vote  ?  This  last  point  of  view 
was  one  in  which  it  did  not  at  all  delight  Sir 
Grregory  to  look  at  the  subject  in  question.  He 
determined  that  he  would  not  speak  on  the 
matter  to  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  or  to 
any  of  the  government  wigs  who  might  be  con- 
sidered to  be  bigger  wigs  than  himself.  Why 
should  he  fight  Tudor' s  battles  for  him,  or  put 
his  own  head  into  the  lion's  mouth?  After 
Alaric  left  him  he  thought  over  the  matter 
coolly  with  himself,  and  resolved  that  he  would 
employ  all  the  force  of  his  eloquence — and  how 
great  was  that  ? — and  all  the  weight  of  his  own 
authority-— and  how  overpowering  was  that  ? — 
in  inducing  his  junior  colleague  to  abandon  his 
mad  ambition. 

And  Alaric  thought  over  the  matter  coolly 
also.  He  looked  at  it  till  the  bugbears  shrank 
into  utter  insignificance ;  till  they  became  no 
more  than  forms  of  shreds  and  patches  put  up  to 
frighten  birds  out  of  cherry-  orchards .  Why  should 
the  constitution  be  wounded  by  the  presence  of 
one  more  commissioner  in  Parliament  ?  Why 
should  not  he  do  his  public  duty  and  hold  his 
seat  at  the  same  time,  as  was  done  by  so  many 
others?  But  he  would  have  to  go  out  if  the 
ministry  went  out.  That  was  another  difficulty, 
another  bugbear,  more  substantial  perhaps  than 
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the  others  ;  but  he  was  prepared  to  meet  even  that. 
He  was  a  poor  man ;  his  profession  was  that  of 
the  Civil  Service ;  his  ambition  was  to  sit  in 
Parhament.  He  Avould  see  whether  he  could  not 
combine  his  poverty  with  his  profession,  and 
wdth  his  ambition  also.  Sir  Gregory  resolved  in 
his  fear  that  he  would  not  speak  to  the  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer  on  the  matter ;  Alaric, 
on  the  other  hand,  in  his  audacity,  resolved  that 
he  would  do  so. 

The  tw^o  commissioners  were  in  the  habit  of 
meeting  daily,  and  much  confidential  intercourse 
they  had  in  Sir  Gregory's  private  room.  Things 
had  changed  much  with  both  of  them  since  Sir  . 
Gregory  had  been  chief  clerk  and  Alaric  Tudor  ^ 
junior  clerk  at  the  Weights  and  Measures ;  much 
with  both  of  them,  but  by  far  the  most  w^onder- 
fully  with  Alaric.  He  w^as  still  a  young  man, 
hardly  yet  thirty,  but  he  had  already  got  greatly 
beyond  the  top  of  his  own  office,  and  was  already 
talked  of  as  a  name  of  note  in  bureaucratic  circles. 
He  had  achieved  all  this  abeady ;  and  now^,  v/ith 
unappeasable  ambition,  he  was  stri\dng  to  push 
Sir  Gregory  from  his  throne  ! 

It  was  thus  at  least  that  Sir  Gregory  himself 
regarded  the  matter.  "  See  all  that  I  have  done 
for  this  man,"  said  he  to  himseE;  "see  how  I 
have  warmed  him  in  my  bosom,  how  I  have 
lifted  him  to  fortune  and  renown,  how  I  have 
heaped  benefits  on  his  head  !  If  gratitude  in 
this  world  be  possible,  that  man  should  be  grate- 
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fal  to  me ;  if  one  man  can  ever  have  another's 
interest  at  heart,  that  man  should  have  a  heartfelt 
anxiety  as  to  my  interest.  And  yet  how  is  it  ? 
I  have  placed  him  in  the  chair  next  to  my  own, 
and  now  he  is  desirous  of  sitting  above  me !" 

And  then  Sir  Gregory,  with  the  bitter  plati- 
tudes so  common  to  men  when  they  think  of 
such  matters,  groaned  over  the  world's  ingrati- 
tude. 

'Twas  thus  Sir  Grregory  communed  vfith  him- 
self. But  Alaric's  soliloquy  was  very  different. 
A  listener  who  could  have  overheard  both  would 
hardly  have  thought  that  the  same  question  was 
being  discussed  by  the  two.  "I  have  got  so 
high,"  said  Alaric,  "  by  my  own  labour,  by  my 
own  skill  and  tact ;  and  why  should  I  stop  here  ? 
I  have  left  my  earliest  colleagues  far  behind  me, 
have  distanced  those  who  were  my  competitors 
in  the  walk  of  life  ;  why  should  I  not  still  go  on 
and  distance  others  also  ?  why  stop  when  I  am 
only  second  or  third?  It  is  very  natural  that 
Sir  Gregory  should  wish  to  keep  me  out  of  Par- 
liament ;  I  cannot  in  the  least  blame  him  ;  let 
us  all  fight  as  best  each  may  for  himself.  He 
does  not  vdsh  a  higher  career;  I  do.  Sir  Gregory 
will  now  do  all  that  he  can  to  impede  my  views, 
because  they  are  antagonistic  of  his  own ;  very 
well ;  I  must  only  work  the  harder  to  overcome 
his  objections."  There  was  no  word  in  all  this 
of  gratitude  ;  there  was  no  thought  in  Alaric's 
mind  that  it  behoved  him  to  be  orrateful  to  Sir 
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Gregoiy.  It  Y/as  for  liis  owii  sake,  not  for  liis 
pupil's,  that  Sir  Gregory  had  brought  this  pupil 
forward.  Grateful,  mdeed  !  In  public  life  when 
is  there  time  for  gratitude  ?  Wlio  ever  thinks  of 
other  interest  than  his  OY\ai  ? 

Such  was  Alaric's  theory  of  life.  But  not  the 
less  would  he  have  expected  gratitude  from  those 
whom  he  might  serve.  Such  also  very  probably 
was  Sir  Gregory's  theory  when  he  thought  of 
those  who  had  helped  him,  instead  of  those 
whom  he  himself  had  helped. 

And  so  they  met,  and  discussed  Alaric's  little 
proposition. 

"  Since  I  savv^  you  yesterday,"  said  Sir  Gregory, 
''  I  have  been  thinking  much,  indeed  very  much, 
of  what  you  were  saying  to  me  of  your  wish  to 
go  into  Parliament." 

"  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,"  said  Alaric. 

"  I  need  hardly  tell  you,  Tudor,  hov/  anxious 
I  am  to  further  your  advancement.  I  greatly 
value  your  ability  and  diligence,  and  have  shown 
that  I  am  anxious  to  make  them  ser^dceable  to 
the  public." 

"  I  am  fully  aware  that  I  ovre  you  a  great  deal, 
cu'  (jrregory. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mean  that ;  that's  nothing ;  I 
am  not  thinking  of  myself.  I  only  want  you  to 
understand  that  I  am  truly  anxious  to  see  you 
take  that  line  in  pubhc  matters  wdiicli  may  make 
your  ser^dces  most  valuable  to  the  public,  and 
vrhich  may  redound  the  most  to  your  own  ad- 
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vantage.  I  have  thought  of  what  you  said  to 
me  mth  the  most  mature  dehberation,  and  I  am 
persuaded  that  I  shall  best  do  my  duty  to  you, 
and  to  the  service,  by  recommending  you  to 
abandon  altogether  your  idea  of  going  into  Par- 
liament." 

Sir  Gregory  said  this  in  his  weightiest  manner. 
He  endeavoured  to  assume  some  of  that  authority 
with  which  he  had  erst  cowed  the  young  Tudor 
at  the  Weights  and  Measures,  and  as  he  finished 
his  speech  he  assumed  a  profound  look  which 
ought  to  have  been  very  convincing.  He  then 
rubbed  his  hands  over  each  other,  and  leaned 
back  in  his  arm-chair  to  watch  the  effects  of  his 
spoken  wisdom. 

But  the  time  was  gone  by  with  Alaric  when 
such  tricks  of  legerdemain  were  convincing  to 
him.  A  grave  brow,  compressed  lips,  and  fixed 
eyes,  had  no  longer  much  efiect  upon  him.  He 
had  a  point  to  gain,  and  he  was  thinking  of  that 
and  not  of  Sir  Gregory's  grimaces. 

"  Then  you  will  not  see  the  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer  on  the  subject?" 

"  No,"  said  Sir  Gregory ;  "it  would  be  useless 
for  me  to  do  so.  I  could  not  advocate  such  a 
scheme,  feeling  certain  that  it  would  be  injimous 
both  to  yourself  and  to  the  service  ;  and  I  would 
not  desire  to  see  the  Chancellor  with  the  view  of 
opposing  your  wishes." 

"  I  am  much  obliged  to  jon  for  that,  at  any 
rate,"  said  Alaric. 
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"  But  I  do  hope  that  you  will  not  carry  your 
plan  any  further.  When  I  tell  you,  as  I  do  with 
the  utmost  sincerity,  that  I  feel  certain  that  an 
attempt  to  seat  yourself  in  Parliament  can  only 
lead  to  the  ruin  of  your  prospects  as  a  Civil  ser- 
vant, prospects  which  are  brighter  now  than 
those  of  any  other  young  man  in  the  service,  I. 
cannot  but  think  that  you  must  hesitate  before 
you  take  any  step  which  will  be  irrecoverable. 
If  you  once  publish  an  address  to  a  constituency, 
that  step  will  be  irrecoverable.  Indeed  I  think 
that  you  cannot  do  so  without  previously  resign- 
mg. 

"  I  shall  be  sorry  to  resign.  Sir  Gregory,  as  I 
have  such  true  pleasure  in  serving  with  you.'' 

"And  I  presume  a  salary  of  1200/.  a  year  is 
not  unacceptable,"  said  Sir  Gregory,  with  the 
very  faintest  of  smiles. 

" By  no  means,"  said  Alaric ;  "I  am  a  poor 
man,  depending  altogether  on  my  own  exertions 
for  an  income.  I  cannot  afford  to  throw  away  a 
chance." 

"  Then  take  my  word  for  it  you  should  give 
up  all  idea  of  Parliament,"  said  Sir  Gregory,  who 
thought  that  he  had  carried  his  point. 

"  But  I  call  a  seat  in  Parliament  a  chance," 
said  Alaric ;  "  the  best  chance  that  a  man  circum- 
stanced as  I  am  can  possibly  have.  I  have  the 
offer  of  a  seat,  Sir  Gregory,  and  I  can't  afford  to 
tlu'ow  it  away.  Indeed  I  am  abeady  pledged  to 
the  electors  of  Strathbogy." 
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"  Then  it  is  my  duty  to  tell  you,  as  the  head 
of  your  office,  that  it  will  be  your  duty  to  resign 
before  you  offer  yourself  as  a  candidate." 

"  That  you  mean  is  your  present  opinion,  Sir 
Gregory." 

"Yes,  Mr.  Tudor,  that  is  my  opinion.  An 
opinion  which  I  shall  be  forced  to  express  to  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  if  you  persist  in  this 
infatuation." 

Alaric  looked  very  grave,  but  not  a  whit  angry. 
"  I  am  sorry  for  it,  Sir  Gregory,  very  sorry;  I  had 
hoped  to  have  had  your  countenance." 

"  I  would  give  it  you,  Mr.  Tudor,  if  I  could 
consistently  with  my  duty  as  a  public  servant ; 
but  as  I  cannot,  I  am  su-re  you  will  not  ask  for 
it."  How  Fidus  ISTeverbend  v/ould  have  admired 
the  chief  commissioner  could  he  have  seen  and 
heard  him  at  this  moment !  ''  But,"  he  con- 
tinued, relaxing  for  awhile  the  muscles  of  his 
face,  "  I  hope,  I  do  hope,  you  will  think  bet- 
ter of  this.  What  are  you  to  gain?  Come, 
Tudor,  think  of  it  that  Vv^ay.  What  are  you  to 
gain?  You,  with  a  wife  and  young  family 
€oming  up  about  your  heels,  what  are  you  to 
gain  by  going  into  Parliament  ?  That  is  what  I 
ask  you.  What  are  you  to  gain?"  It  v/as  de- 
lightful to  see  how  pleasantly  practical  Sir 
Gregory  could  become  when  he  chose  to  dis- 
mount from  his  hisrh  horse. 

''It  is  considered  a  high  position  in  this 
country,  that  of  a  member  of  Parliament,"  said 
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Alaric.      ''A  man  in  gaining  tliat  is  generally 
supposed  to  have  gained  sometliing." 

*'  True,  quite  true.  It  is  a  desirable  position 
for  a  ricli  man,  or  a  rich  man's  eldest  son ;  or  even 
for  a  poor  man,  if  by  getting  into  Parliament  he 
can  put  himself  in  the  way  of  improving  his 
income.  But,  my  dear  Tudor,  you  are  in  none 
of  these  positions.  You  are  not  a  rich  man,  nor 
are  you  an  heir  to  wealth ;  nor  yet  are  you  in 
search  of  a  profession  by  v,diich  you  may  liA'-e. 
You  have  got  that  for  v/hicli  so  many  others  are 
seeking.  You  have  made  your  way  to  the  top  of 
your  profession.  And  now  you  are  going  to 
begin  again,  and  all  for  the  vain  honour,  or  for 
the  chance  of  the  vain  honour,  of  sittino*  in 
Parliament !  Abandon  the  idea,  my  dear  Tudor ; 
pray  abandon  it.  If  not  for  your  own  sake,  at 
any  rate  do  so  for  that  of  your  wife  and  child." 

Sir  Grregory  might  as  v/ell  have  whistled.  iSTot 
a  word  that  he  said  had  the  slightest  effect  on 
Alaric.  How  was  it  possible  that  his  words 
should  have  any  effect,  seeing  that  Alaric  was 
convinced  that  Sir  Gregory  was  pleading  for  his 
own  advantage,  and  not  for  that  of  his  listener. 
Alaric  did  listen.  He  received  all  that  Sir 
Gregory  said  with  the  most  profound  attention ; 
schooled  his  face  into  a  look  of  the  most  polite 
deference,  and  then,  with  his  most  cruel  tone, 
informed  Sir  Gregory  that  his  mind  was  quite 
made  up,  that  he  did  intend  to  submit  liimself  to 
the  electors  of  Strathbogy. 

VOL.    III.  E 
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"  And  as  to  what  you  say  about  my  seat  at 
the  board.  Sir  Grregory,  you  may  probably  be 
right.  Perhaps  it  will  be  as  well  that  I  should 
see  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  myself.'' 

"  Who  will  to  Cupar  maun  to  Cupar,"  said 
Sir  Grregory ;  "I  can  only  say,  Mr.  Tudor,  that 
I  am  very  sorry  for  you,  and  very  sorry  for  your 
wife,  very  sorry,  very  sorry  indeed." 

"  And  who  will  to  Strathbogy  maun  to  Strath« 
bogy,"  said  Alaric  laughing;  there  is  certainly 
an  air  of  truth  about  the  proverb  as  applied  to 
myself  just  at  present.  But  the  fact  is,  whether 
for  good  or  for  bad,  I  maun  to  Strathbogy. 
That  is  my  present  destiny.  As  to  that  I  have 
made  up  my  mind.  You  may  easily  conceive 
that  I  also  have  given  the  matter  my  most 
mature  consideration.  The  fact  that  I  have  a 
wife  and  a  child  does  make  the  step  a  most  mo- 
mentous one.  But,  Sir  Gregory,  I  should  never 
forgive  myself  were  I  to  throw  away  such  an 
opportunity.  Of  course  there  is  much  risk  in 
what  I  am  now  doing ;  but  my  wife  is  of  the 
same  temperament  as  myself,  and  she  is  prepared 
to  run  the  risk." 

"Then  I  have  nothing  more  to  say,  Mr. 
Tudor." 

"Of  course  I  shall  try  to  save  my  place," 
continued  Alaric. 

"  I  look  upon  that  as  quite  impossible,"  said 
Sir  Gregory. 

"  It  can  do  me  no  harm  at  any  rate  to  see  the 
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Cliaiicellor  of  the  Exclieqiier.  If  lie  tells  me 
tliat  a  seat  in  Parliament  and  a  seat  at  the 
board  are  incompatible,  and  that  as  one  of  the 
Civil  Service  Commissioners  I  am  not  free  to 
stand  for  the  borough,  I  will  in  that  case,  Sir 
Gregory,  put  my  resignation  in  your  hands  before 
I  publish  my  address." 

And  so  they  parted,  each  determined  to  do  all 
that  in  him  lay  to  thwart  the  wishes  of  the  other. 
Alaric  was  not  in  the  least  influenced  by  any- 
tliing  that  Sir  Gregory  had  said  to  him ;  he  had 
made  up  his  mind,  and  was  determined  to  be 
turned  from  it  by  no  arguments  that  his  col- 
league could  use ;  but  nevertheless  he  could  not 
but  be  meditative,  as,  walking  home  across  the 
parks,  he  thought  of  his  v/ife  and  child.  It  is 
true  that  he  had  a  second  trade ;  he  was  a  stock- 
jobber as  well  as  a  Civil  Service  Commissioner; 
but  he  already  perceived  how  very  difficult  it  was 
to  realize  an  income  to  which  he  could  trust  from 
that  second  precarious  pursuit.  He  had,  it  is  true, 
made  money  by  it,  in  the  long  run;  he  had 
begun  v/ith  nothing,  and  now  held  property, 
which  he  believed  to  be  worth  much  more  than 
the  capital  belonging  to  his  ward,  which  he  had 
surreptitiously  borrov/ed.  He  had  also  Hved  in 
a  style  considerably  beyond  that  which  his  official 
income  would  have  enabled  him  to  assume.  He 
had  on  the  whole,  he  thought,  done  very  well ; 
but  yet  it  would  be  a  dreadful  thing  to  have  to 
trust   to    so   precarious    a   livelihood.      He  had 

E   2 


76  THE    THREE    CLERKS. 

realized  notliing;  he  had  not  yet  been  able  to 
pay  back  the  money  which  he  had  so  fraudulently 
taken,  and  to  acquit  himself  of  a  debt  which 
now  lay  daily  hea^der  and  heavier  on  his  soul. 
He  felt  that  he  must  repay  not  only  that  but 
Undy's  share  also,  before  he  could  again  pass  a 
happy  day  or  a  quiet  night.  This  plan  of  throw- 
ing up  1200/.  a  year  would  badly  assist  him  in 
getting  rid  of  this  incubus. 

But  still  that  watchword  of  his  goaded  him 
on — 'Excelsior!'  he  still  said  to  himself;  'ex- 
celsior ! '  If  he  halted  now,  now  when  the  ball 
was  at  his  foot,  he  might  never  have  another 
chance.  He  had  begun  to  play  a  great  game,  and 
how  mad  would  he  be  to  stop  now,  while  he  was 
winning.  Very  early  in  life,  before  a  beard  was 
on  his  chin,  before  he  could  style  himself  a  man 
according  to  the  laws  of  his  country,  he  had  de- 
termined within  himself  that  a  seat  in  Parliament 
was  the  only  fitting  ambition  for  an  Englishman. 
That  was  now  within  his  reach.  Would  he  be 
such  a  dastard  as  to  draw  back  liis  hand,  and  be 
deterred  from  taking  it,  by  old  women's  tales  of 
prudence,  and  the  self-interested  lectures  of  Sri- 
Gregory  Hardlines? 

Excelsior !  There  was  not  much  that  could 
be  so  styled  in  that  debt  of  his  to  M.  and  Madame 
Jaquetenape.  If  he  could  only  pay  that  off  he 
felt  that  he  could  brave  the  world  without  a  fear. 
Come  what  come  might  he  would  sell  out  and 
do  so.     The  bridge  committee  was    sitting  and 
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Ills  sliares  were  already  worth  more  than  he  had 
paid  for  them.  Mr.  Blocks  had  just  given  his 
evidence,  and  the  commercial  world  was  willing 
enongh  to  invest  in  the  Limehouse  bridge.  He 
would  sell  out  and  put  his  conscience  at  rest. 

But  then  to  do  so  successfully,  he  must  induce 
Undy  to  do  so  too  ;  and  that  he  knew  would  not 
at  present  be  an  easy  task.  Wlio  had  ever  been 
successful  in  getting  back  money  from  Undy 
Scott  ?  He  had  paid  the  last  half-year's  interest 
with  most  commendable  punctuality,  and  was  not 
that  a  great  deal  from  Undy  Scott  ? 

Moreover,  if  Alaric  were  to  push  for  the  money 
and  make  himself  disagreeable,  where  would  be  his 
seat  for  Strathbogy  ?  And  was  it  not  the  fact 
that  this  loan  of  his  ward's  money  was  the  price 
he  had  paid  for  the  use  of  the  Graberlunzie  interest  ? 
Could  he  reasonably  be  expected  to  enjoy  the 
property  he  had  purchased,  if  he  insisted  on  with- 
dramng  the  purchase-money  ?  No ;  he  must 
repay  the  whole  of  the  10,000/.  himself,  and  then 
make  the  best  he  could  of  Undy's  debt  to  him. 

But  what  if  this  appropriation  of  another's 
money,  vvhat  if  this  fraud  should  be  detected 
and  exposed  before  he  had  succeeded  in  paying 
back  10,000/. !  Wliat  if  he  should  wake  some 
morning  and  find  himself  in  the  grip  of  some 
Newgate  myrmidon.  A  terrible  new  law  had 
just  been  passed  for  the  protection  of  trust 
property;  a  law  in  Avhich  he  had  not  felt  the 
slightest  interest  when  he  had  first  seen  in  the 
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daily  newspapers  some  tedious  account  of  tlie 
passing  of  the  various  clauses ;  but  wliicli  was 
now  terrible  to  bis  innermost  tbouoiits. 

His  walk  across  the  parks  v*ras  not  made  bappy 
by  mucli  self-triumpli.  In  spite  of  bis  commis- 
sionersbip  and  coming  parliamentary  bonours  bis 
solitary  moments  were  seldom  very  bappy.  It 
was  at  bis  club  when  living  witb  TJndy  and.  Un- 
dy's  peers,  that  be  was  best  able  to  throw  off  bis 
cares  and  enjoy  himself.  But  even  then,  high 
as  he  was  mounted  on  his  fast  trotting  horse, 
black  care  would  sit  behind  him,  ever  mounted 
on  the  same  steed. 

And  bitterly  did  poor  Gertrude  feel  the  misery 
of  these  evenings  which  her  husband  passed  at 
his  club ;  but  she  never  reviled  him  or  com- 
plained ;  she  never  spoke  of  her  sorrow  even  to 
her  mother  or  sister.  She  did  not  even  blame 
him  in  her  own  heart.  She  knew  that  he  had 
other  business  than  that  of  his  office,  higher 
hopes  than  those  attached  to  his  board ;  and  she 
taught  herself  to  believe  that  his  career  required 
him  to  be  among  public  men.  She  fully  sympa- 
thized with  his  ambition,  and  was  truly  happy 
when  he  spoke  to  her  of  his  high  intentions. 

He  had  endeavoured  to  induce  her  to  associate 
constantly  with  Mrs.  Yal,  so  that  her  evenings 
might  not  be  passed  alone ;  but  Gertrude,  after 
trying  Mrs.  Yal  for  a  time,  had  quietly  repudiated 
the  closeness  of  this  alliance.  Mrs.  Val  had  her 
ideas  of  excelsior,  her  ambition  to  rule,  and  these 
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ideas  and  tliis  ambition  did  not  at  all  suit  Ger- 
trude's temper.  Not  even  for  her  husband's  sake 
could  she  bring  herself  to  be  patronised  by  Mrs. 
Yal.  They  were  still  very  dear  friends,  of  course ; 
but  they  did  not  Hve  in  each  other's  arms  as 
Alaric  had  intended  they  should  do. 

He  returned  home  after  his  interview  with  Sir 
Gregory,  and  found  his  wife  in  the  drawling-room 
with  her  child.  He  usually  went  do^vn  from  his 
office  to  his  club,  and  she  was  therefore  the  more 
ready  to  welcome  him  for  having  broken  through 
his  habit  on  the  present  occasion.  She  left  her 
infant  sprawling  on  the  floor,  and  came  up  to 
greet  him  with  a  kiss. 

"Ger" — said  he,  putting  his  arm  round  her 
and  embracing  her — "  I  have  come  home  to  con- 
sult you  on  business ;"  and  then  he  seated  him- 
self on  the  sofa  taking  her  with  him,  still  in  his 
arms.  There  was  but  little  doubt  that  she  would 
consent  to  anything  which  he  could  propose  to 
her  after  such  a  fashion,  in  such  a  guise  as  tliis ; 
that  he  knew  full  well. 

"  Well,  love,"  said  she,  "  and  what  is  the  busi- 
ness about  ?  you  know  that  I  always  think  that 
to  be  best  which  you  think  to  be  best." 

"  Yes,  Ger ;  but  this  is  a  very  important  mat- 
ter ;"  and  then  he  looked  grave,  but  managed  at 
the  same  time  to  look  happy  and  contented. 
This  is  a  matter  of  vital  importance  to  you,  and 
I  will  do  nothing  in  it  without  your  consent." 
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"  What  is  best  for  yon,  must  be  best  for  me ;'' 
said  Grertrude,  kissing  liis  forehead. 

Then  he  explained  to  her  what  had  passed  be- 
tween himself  and  Sir  Grregory,  and  what  his 
own  ideas  were  as  regarded  the  borough  of 
Strathbogy.  "  Sir  Grregory,"  said  he,  "  is  deter- 
mined that  I  shall  not  remain  at  the  board  and 
sit  in  Parliament  at  the  same  time ;  bnt  I  do  not 
see  why  Sir  Grregory  is  to  have  his  own  way  in 
everything.  If  yon  are  not  afraid  of  the  risk 
I  will  make  np  my  mind  to  stand  it  at  all  events, 
and  to  resign  if  the  Minister  makes  it  imperative. 
If,  however,  yon  fear  the  result,  I  will  let  the 
matter  drop,  and  tell  the  Scotts  to  find  another 
candidate.  I  am  anxions  to  go  into  Parliament, 
I  confess ;  bnt  I  will  never  do  so  at  the  expense 
of  yonr  peace  of  mind." 

The  way  in  which  he  pnt  npon  her  the  whole 
weight  of  the  decision  was  not  generons.  Nor 
was  the  mode  he  adopted  of  indncing  her  to  back 
his  own  wishes.  If  there  were  risk  to  her — and 
in  trnth  there  was  fearful  risk — it  was  his  duty 
to  guard  her  from  the  chance,  not  hers  to  say 
whether  such  danger  should  be  encountered  or 
no.  The  nature  of  her  answer  may  be  easily 
surmised.  She  was  generous,  though  he  was  not. 
She  would  never  retard  his  advance,  or  be  felt  as 
a  millstone  round  his  neck.  She  encouraged  him 
with  all  her  enthusiasm,  and  bade  him  throw 
prudence  to  the  winds.     If  he  rose,  must  she 
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not  rise  also  ?  Whatever  stejD  in  life  was  good 
for  him,  mnst  it  not  be  good  for  her  as  well  ? 
And  so  that  matter  was  settled  between  them — 
pleasantly  enough. 

He  endnred  a  fortnight  of  considerable  excite- 
ment, during  which  he  and  Sir  Gregory  did  not 
smile  at  each  other,  and  then  he  saw  the  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer.  That  gentleman  pro- 
mised to  speak  to  the  Prime  Minister,  feeling 
himself  unable  to  answer  the  question  put  to  him, 
definitely  out  of  his  own  head ;  and  then  another 
fortnight  passed  on.  At  the  end  of  that  time 
the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  sent  for  Alaric, 
and  they  had  a  second  interview. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Tudor,"  said  the  great  man,  "  this 
is  a  matter  of  very  considerable  importance,  and 
one  on  which  I  am  not  even  yet  prepared  to  give 
you  a  positive  answer." 

This  was  very  good  news  for  Alaric.  Sir  Gre- 
gory had  spoken  of  the  matter  as  one  on  which 
there  could  be  no  possible  doubt.  He  had  as- 
serted that  the  British  lion  would  no  longer  sleep 
peaceably  in  his  lair,  if  such  a  violence  were  put 
on  the  constitution  as  that  meditated  by  the 
young  commissioner.  It  was  quite  clear  that  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  and  the  Prime 
Minister  also,  looked  at  it  in  a  very  different 
light.  They  doubted,  and  Alaric  was  well  aware 
that  their  doubt  was  as  good  as  certainty  to  him. 

The  truth  was  that  the  Prime  Minister  had 
said  to  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  in  a  half 
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serious,  lialf  jocular  way,  that  he  didn't  see  why 
he  should  reject  a  vote  when  offered  to  him  by  a 
member  of  the  Civil  Service.  The  man  must  of 
course  do  his  work — and  should  it  be  found  that 
his  office  work  and  his  seat  in  Parliament  inter- 
fered with  each  other,  why,  he  must  take  the  con- 
sequences.    And  if or or made  a 

row  about  it  in  the  House  and  complained,  why 
in  that  case  also  Mr.  Tudor  must  take  the  conse- 
quences. And  then,  enough  having  been  said  on 
that  matter,  the  conversation  dropped. 

"  I  am  not  prepared  to  give  a  positive  answer," 
said  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  who  of 
course  did  not  choose  to  commit  himself. 

Alaric  assured  the  great  man  that  he  was  not 
so  unreasonable  as  to  expect  a  positive  answer. 
Positive  answers,  as  he  well  knew,  were  not  often 
forthcoming  among  official  men ;  official  men,  as 
he  had  already  learnt,  prefer  to  do  their  business 
by  answers  which  are  not  positive.  He  himself 
had  become  averse  to  positive  answers  since  he 
had  become  a  commissioner,  and  was  quite  pre- 
pared to  dispense  with  them  in  the  parhamentary 
career  which  he  hoped  that  he  was  now  about  to 
commence.  This  much,  however,  was  quite  clear, 
that  he  might  offer  himself  as  a  candidate  to  the 
electors  of  Strathbogy  without  resigning;  and 
that  Sir  Grregory's  hostile  remonstrance  on  the 
subject,  should  he  choose  to  make  one,  would  not 
be  received  as  absolute  law  by  the  greater  powers. 

Accordingly  as  Alaric  was  elated  Sir  Gregory 
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was  depressed.  He  had  risen  liigli,  but  now  this 
young  tyro  whom  he  had  fostered  was  about  to 
climb  above  his  head.  Oh  the  ingratitude  of 
men ! 

Alaric,  however,  showed  no  triumph.  He  was 
more  submissive,  more  gracious  than  ever  to  his 
chief  It  was  only  to  himself  that  he  muttered 
^'  Excelsior  !" 


CHAPTEE  V. 

WESTMINSTER    HALL. 

The  parliamentary  committee  pursued  their  ani- 
mated inquiries  respecting  tlie  Limehouse  bridge 
all  tlirougli  tlie  sultry  montli  of  July.  How 
Mr.  Vigil  must  liave  liated  Mr.  'Nogo,  and  tlie 
McCarthy  Desmond !  how  sick  lie  must  liave 
got  of  that  eternal  witness  who,  with  imperturb- 
able effrontery,  ansAvered  the  2250  questions  put 
to  him  without  admitting  anything !  To  Mr. 
Vigil  it  was  all  mere  nonsense,  sheer  waste  of 
time.  Had  he  been  condemned  to  sit  for  eight 
days  in  close  contiguity  to  the  clappers  of  a  small 
mill,  he  would  have  learnt  as  much  as  he  did 
from  the  witnesses,  before  the  committee.  Never- 
theless he  went  through  it  and  did  not  lose  his 
temper.  He  smiled  sweetly  on  Mr.  Nogo  every 
morning,  and  greeted  the  titled  Irishman  with 
his  easy  familiar  nod,  as  though  the  continued 
sitting  of  this  very  committee  was  of  all  things  to 
him  the  most  desirable.  Such  is  Mr.  Vigil's  pecu- 
liar tact,  such  his  special  talent ;  these  are  the 
gifts — gifts  by  no  means  ordinary — which  have 
made  him  Eight  Honourable,  and  recommended 
him  to  the  confidence  of  successive  badgers. 

Eut  though  the  committee  was  uninteresting 
to  Mr.  Vigil,  it  was  not  so  to  the  speculative 
inhabitants   of  Limehouse,  or  to  the  credulous 
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sliopkeepers  of  Eotlierliitlie.  On  the  evening  of 
the  clay  on  which  Mr.  Blocks  was  examined,  the 
shares  went  up  20  per  cent. ;  and  when  his 
evidence  was  published  in  extenso  the  next  Satur- 
day morning  by  the  Capel  Court  Share-buyer,  a 
periodical  which  served  for  bible  and  prayer 
book,  as  well  as  a  compendium  of  the  wdiole  duty 
of  man,  to  Undy  Scott  and  his  friends,  a  further 
rise  in  the  price  of  this  valuable  property  was  the 
immediate  consequence. 

Now,  then,  was  the  time  for  Alaric  to  sell  and 
get  out  of  his  difficulties  if  ever  he  could  do 
so.  Shares  which  he  had  bought  for  30-^.  were 
now  worth  nearly  2/.  10^.  He  was  strongly  of 
opinion  that  they  w^ould  fall  again,  and  that  the 
final  result  of  the  committee  would  leave  them  of 
a  less  value  than  their  original  purchase-money, 
and  probably  altogether  valueless.  He  could  not, 
however,  act  in  the  matter  without  consulting 
Undy,  so  closely  linked  were  they  in  the  specu- 
lation; and  even  at  the  present  price  his  ow^n 
shares  would  not  enable  him  to  pay  back  the 
full  amount  of  w^hat  he  had  taken. 

The  joint  property  of  the  two  was,  however,  at 
its  present  market  price  worth  12,0Q,0/. — 10,000/. 
would  make  him  a  free  man.  He  was  perfectly 
willing  to  let  Undy  have  the  full  use  of  the  dif- 
ference in  amoimt ;  nay,  he  was  ready  enough  to 
give  it  to  him  altogether,  if  by  so  doing  he  could 
place  the  wdiole  of  his  ward's  money  once  more 
in  safety.     With  the  power  of  offering  such  a 
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douceur  to  liis  friend's  rapacity,  lie  flattered  liim- 
self  that  he  might  have  a  chance  of  being  suc- 
cessfuL  He  therefore  prepared  himself  to  discuss 
the  matter  with  his  partner. 

It  so  happened  that  at  the  same  moment 
Undy  was  desirous  of  discussing  the  same  sub- 
ject, their  joint  interest,  namely,  in  the  Lime- 
house  bridge;  there  was  no  difliculty  therefore 
in  their  coming  together.  They  met  at  the  door 
of  the  committee-room  when  Mr.  Nogo  had  just 
put  his  999th  question  to  the  adverse  witness ; 
and  as  the  summons  to  prayers  prevented  the 
1000th  being  proceeded  with  at  that  moment, 
Undy  and  Alaric  sauntered  back  along  the  pas- 
sages, and  then  walking  up  and  down  the  im- 
mense space  of  Westminster  Hall,  said  each  to 
the  other  what  he  had  to  say  on  the  matter 
mooted  between  them. 

Undy  was  in  great  glee,  and  seemed  to  look  on 
his  fortune  as  already  made.  They  had  at  first 
confined  their  remarks  to  the  special  evidence  of 
the  witness  who  had  last  been  in  the  chair ;  and 
Undy,  with  the  volubility  which  was  common  to 
him  when  he  was  in  high  spirits,  had  been  de- 
nouncing him  as  an  ass  who  was  injuring  liis 
own  cause  by  his  over  obstinacy. 

"  Nothing  that  he  can  say,"  said  Undy,  "  will 
tell  upon  the  share-market.  The  stock  is  rising 
from  hour  to  hour;  and  Piles  himself  told  me 
that  he  knew  from  sure  intelligence  that  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  is  prepared  to  give 
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way,  wliatever  Vigil  may  say  to  the  contrary. 
*' Their  firm/'  Piles  says,  ''are  buying  every 
share  they  can  lay  their  hands  on." 

"  Then  in  GrocVs  name  let  them  buy  ours,"  said 
Alaric. 

"Buy  ours!"  said  Undy.  "You  don't  mean 
to  tell  me  that  you  wish  to  sell  now  1  You  don't 
mean  to  say  that  you  want  to  back  out,  now 
that  the  game  is  all  going  our  own  way !" 

"Indeed  I  do,  and  I  intend  to  do  so;  just 
listen  to  me,  Undy " 

"I  tell  you  fairly,  Tudor,  I  will  not  sell  a 
share;  what  you  may  choose  to  do  with  your 
own  I  cannot  say.  But  if  you  will  be  guided  by 
me  you  will  keep  every  share  you  have  got.  In- 
stead of  selling  we  should  both  add  to  our  stock. 
I  at  any  rate  am  resolved  to  do  so." 

"  Listen  to  me,  Undy,"  said  Alaric. 

"  The  truth  is,"  said  Undy — who  at  the  present 
moment  preferred  talking  to  listening  —  "  the 
truth  is,  you  do  not  understand  buying  and 
selling  shares.  We  should  both  be  ruined  very 
quickly  were  I  to  allow  myself  to  be  led  by  you ; 
you  are  too  timid,  too  much  afraid  of  risking 
your  money ;  your  speculative  pluck  hardly  rises 
higher  than  the  three  per  cents.,  and  never  soars 
above  a  first-class  mortgage  on  land. 

"  I  could  be  as  sanguine  as  you  are,  and  as 
bold,"  said  Alaric,  "were  I  venturing  with  my 
own  money." 

"In  the  name  of  goodness  get  that  bugbear  out 
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of  your  liead,"  said  Undy.  "  Wliatever  good  it 
might  liave  done  you  to  think  of  that  sometime 
ago,  it  can  do  you  no  good  now."  There  was  a 
bitter  truth  in  this  which  made  Alaric's  heart 
sink  low  within  his  breast.  "Wherever  the  money 
came  from,  whose  property  it  may  have  been  or 
be,  it  has  been  used ;  and  now  your  only  safety 
is  in  making  the  best  use  of  it.  A  little  daring, 
a  little  audacity — it  is  that  which  ruins  men. 
When  you  sit  down  to  play  brag,  you  must  brag 
it  out,  or  lose  your  money." 

"But,  my  dear  fellow,  there  is  no  question 
here  of  losing  money.  If  we  sell  now  we  shall 
realize  about  2000/." 

"And  will  that,  or  the  half  of  that  satisfy 
you  ?  Is  that  your  idea  of  a  good  thing  ?  Will 
that  be  sufficient  to  pay  for  the  dozen  of  bad 
things  which  a  fellovf  is  always  putting  his  foot 
into  ?  It  won't  satisfy  me.  I  can  tell  you  that, 
at  any  rate." 

Alaric  felt  very  desirous  of  keeping  Undy  in 
a  good  humour.  He  wished,  if  possible,  to  per- 
suade him  rather  than  to  drive  him;  to  coax 
him  into  repaying  this  money,  and  not  absolutely 
to  demand  the  repayment.  "  Come,"  said  he, 
"what  do  you  call  a  good  thing,  yourself?" 

"I  call  cent,  per  cent,  a  good  thing,  and  111 
not  sell  a  share  till  they  come  up  to  that." 

"  They'll  never  do  that,  Undy." 

"  That's  your  opinion.  I  think  differently. 
And  I'm  sure  you  will  own  I  have  had  more 
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experience  of  the  sliare-market  than  yon  have. 
When  I  see  snch  men  as  Blocks  and  Piles  buy- 
ing fast,  I  know  very  well  which  way  the  wind 
blows.  A  man  may  be  fishing  a  long  time, 
Tudor,  in  these  waters,  before  he  gets  such  a  haul 
as  this ;  but  he  must  be  a  great  fool  to  let  go 
his  net  when  he  does  get  it." 

They  both  then  remained  silent  for  a  time, 
for  each  was  doubtful  how  best  to  put  forward 
the  view  which  he  himself  wished  to  urge. 
Their  projects  w^ere  diametrically  different,  and 
yet  neither  could  carry  his  own  without  the  as- 
sistance of  the  other. 

"  I  tell  you  what  I  propose,"  said  Undy. 

"  Wait  a  moment,  Undy,"  said  Alaric ;  "  listen 
to  me  for  one  moment.  I  can  hear  nothing  till 
you  do  so,  and  then  I  will  hear  anything." 

^'WeU,  whatisit?" 

"We  have  each  of  us  put  something  near  to 
5000/.  into  this  venture." 

"I  have  put  more,"  said  Scott. 

"  Very  well.  But  we  have  each  of  us  with- 
drawn a  sum  equal  to  that  I  have  named  from 
my  ward's  fortune  for  this  purpose." 

"I  deny  that;"  said  Undy.  "I  have  taken 
nothing  from  your  ward's  fortune.  I  have  had 
no  power  to  do  so.  You  have  done  as  you  pleased 
with  that  fortune.  But  I  am  ready  to  admit 
that  I  have  borrowed  5000/. ; — not  from  your 
ward,  but  from  you." 

Alaric  was  nearly  beside  himself;  but  he  still 
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felt  that  lie  should  have  no  chance  of  carrjdng 
his  point  if  he  lost  his  temper. 

"  That  is  ungenerous  of  you,  Scott,  to  say  the 
least  of  it  \  but  we'll  let  that  pass.  To  enable 
me  to  lend  you  the  5000/.,  and  to  enable  me 
to  join  you  in  this  speculation,  10,000/.  has  been 
withdrawn  from  Clementina's  fortune." 

"  I  know  notliing  about  that,"  said  Scott. 

"  Know  nothing  about  it  1"  said  Alaric,  look- 
ing at  him  mtli  withering  scorn.  But  TJndy 
was  not  made  of  withering  material,  and  did  not 
care  a  straw  for  his  friend's  scorn. 

"  Nothing  vdiatever,"  said  he. 

"  Well,  so  be  it,"  said  Alaric ;  "  but  the  fact  is, 
the  money  has  been  withdrav^ni." 

"  I  don't  doubt  that  in  the  least,"  said  TJndy. 

"  I  am  not  nov/  going  to  argue  whether  the 
fault  has  been  most  mine  or  yours,"  continued 
Alaric. 

"Well,  that  is  kind  of  you,"  said  TJndy, 
"  considering  that  you  are  the  girl's  trustee,  and 
that  I  have  no  more  to  do  with  it  than  that  fellow 
in  the  wig  there." 

"  I  wish  at  any  rate  you  would  let  me  explain 
myself,"  said  Alaric,  who  felt  that  his  j)atience 
was  fast  going,  and  who  could  hardly  resist  the 
temptation  of  seizing  his  companion  by  the 
throat,  and  punishing  him  on  the  spot  for  his 
iniquity. 

"I  don't  prevent  you,  my  dear  fellow — only 
remember  this  ;  I  will  not  permit  you  to  assert, 
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without  contradicting  yon,  that  I  am  responsible 
for  Clem's  fortune.  Now  go  on,  and  explain 
away  as  hard  as  you  like." 

Alaric,  under  these  circumstances,  found  it  not 
very  easy  to  put  what  he  had  to  say  into  any 
words  that  his  companion  would  admit.  He 
fully  intended  at  some  fature  day  to  thrust 
Scott's  innocence  down  his  throat,  and  tell  him 
that  he  was  not  only  a  thief,  but  a  mean,  lying, 
beggarly  thief.  But  the  present  was  not  the 
time.  Too  much  depended  on  his  inducing 
Undy  to  act  with  him. 

"  Ten  thousand  pounds  has  at  any  rate  been 
taken." 

"  That  I  won't  deny." 

"  And  half  that  sum  has  been  lent  to  vou." 

"I  acknowledge  a  debt  of  5000/." 

"It  is  imperatiA^e  that  10,000/.  should  at  once 
be  repaid." 

"  I  have  no  objection  in  life." 

"  I  can  sell  my  shares  in  the  Limehouse 
bridge,"  continued  Alaric,  "for  GOOO/.,  and  I 
am  prepared  to  do  so." 

"  The  more  fool  you,"  said  TJndy,  "  if  you  do 
it;  especially  as  6000/.  won't  pay  10,000/.,  and 
as  the  same  property,  if  overheld  another  month 
or  two,  in  all  probabihty  will  do  so." 

"  I  am  ready  to  sacrifice  that  and  more  than 
that,"  said  Alaric.  "  If  you  mU  sell  out  4000/., 
and  let  me  at  once  have  that  amount,  so  as  to 
make  up  the  full  sum  I  owe,  I  will  make  you  a 
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free  present  of  the  remainder  of  tlie  debt.  Come^ 
Undy,  you  cannot  but  call  that  a  good  thing. 
You  ^vill  have  pocketed  two  thousand  pounds, 
according  to  the  present  market  value  of  the 
shares,  and  that  without  the  slightest  risk." 

Undy  for  a  while  seemed  staggered  by  the 
offer.  Wliether  it  w^as  Alaric's  extreme  simplicity 
in  making  it,  or  his  own  good  luck  in  receiving 
it,  or  whether  by  any  possible  chance  some  all 
but  dormant  remnant  of  feeling  within  his  heart 
was  touched,  we  will  not  pretend  to  say.  But 
for  a  vdiile  he  v/alked  on  silent,  as  though 
wavering  in  his  resolution,  and  looking  as  if  he 
wished  to  be  somewhat  more  civil,  somewhat 
less  of  the  bully,  than  he  had  been. 

There  was  no  one  else  to  whom  Alaric  could 
dare  to  open  his  heart  on  this  subject  of  liis 
ward's  fortune ;  there  was  none  other  but  this 
ally  of  his  to  whom  he  could  confide,  whom  he 
could  consult.  Unpromising,  therefore,  though 
Undy  was  as  a  confederate,  Alaric,  when  he 
thought  he  saw  this  change  in  his  manner, 
poured  forth  at  once  the  full  tide  of  his  feelings. 

"  Undy,"  said  he,  "  pray  bear  with  me  awhile. 
The  truth  is  I  cannot  endure  this  misery  any 
longer.  I  do  not  now  want  to  blame  any  one  but 
myself.  The  thing  has  been  done,  and  it  is 
useless  now  to  talk  of  blame.  The  thing  has 
been  done,  and  all  that  now  remains  for  me  is  to 
undo  it;  to  put  this  girl's  money  back  again,  and 
get  this  horrid  weight  from  off  my  breast." 
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"  Upon  my  word,  my  dear  fellow,  I  did  not 
think  tliat  you  took  it  in  such  a  light  as  that," 
said  Undy. 

"  I  am  miserable  about  it,"  said  Alaric.  "  It 
keeps  me  awake  all  night  and  destroys  all  my 
energy  during  the  day." 

"  Oh,  that's  all  bile,"  said  Undy.  ''  You 
should  give  up  fish  for  a  few  days  and  take  a 
blue  pill  at  night." 

"  Scott,  this  money  must  be  paid  back  at  once, 
or  I  shall  lose  my  senses.  Fortune  has  so  far 
favoured  me  as  to  enable  me  to  put  my  hand  at 
once  on  the  larger  portion  of  it.  You  must  let 
me  have  the  remainder.  In  Grod's  name  say 
that  you  will  do  so." 

Undy  Scott  unfortunately  had  not  the  power 
to  do  as  he  w^as  asked.  Whether  he  would  have 
done  so,  had  he  had  the  power,  need  not  now  be 
inquired.  He  was  somewhat  gravelled  for  an 
answer  to  Alaric's  earnest  supplication,  and  there- 
fore made  none  till  the  request  was  repeated. 
"In  God's  name  let  me  have  this  money," 
repeated  Alaric.  "  You  will  then  have  made  two 
thousand  pounds  by  the  transaction." 

"  My  dear  Tudor,"  said  he,  "  your  stomach  is 
out  of  order.  I  can  see  it  as  well  as  possible  from 
the  way  you  talk." 

Here  was  an  answer  for  a  man  to  get  to  the 
most  earnest  appeal  wliich  he  could  make  1  Here 
was  comfort  for  a  wTctcli  suffering  from  fear, 
remorse,  and  shame,  as  Alaric  w^as  suffering.    Pie 
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had  spoken  of  his  feelings  and  his  heart ;  hut 
these  were  regions  quite  out  of  Undy  Scott's 
cognizance.  "Take  a  hlue  pill,"  said  he,  "  and 
you'll  he  as  right  as  a  trivet  in  a  couple  of  days." 

Wliat  was  Alaric  to  say  ?  What  could  he  say 
to  a  man  who  at  such  a  crisis  could  talk  to  liini 
of  hlue  pills  ?  Por  a  while  he  said  nothing ;  hut 
the  form  of  his  face  changed,  a  darkness  came 
over  his  hrov^  which  Scott  had  never  hefore  seen 
there,  the  colour  flew  from  his  face,  his  eyes 
sparkled,  and  a  strange  appearance  of  resolute 
defiance  showed  itself  round  his  mouth.  Scott 
hegan  to  perceive  that  his  medical  advice  would 
not  he  taken  in  good  part. 

"  Scott,"  said  he,  stopping  short  in  his  walli 
and  taking  hold  of  the  colhir  of  his  companion's 
coat,  not  loosely  hy  the  hutton,  hut  with  a  firm 
grip  which  Undy  felt  that  it  would  he  difficult 
to  shake  off — "  Scott,  you  will  find  that  I  am 
not  to  he  trifled  with.  You  have  made  a  villain 
of  me.  I  can  see  no  way  to  escape  from  my 
ruin,  vvdthout  your  aid ;  hut  hy  the  living  God, 
if  I  fall,  you  shall  fall  v/ith  me.  Tell  me  noT\r ; 
will  you  let  me  have  this  sum  I  demand  ?  If  you 
do  not,  I  will  go  to  your  brother's  wife  and  tell 
her  what  has  become  of  her  daughter's  money." 

"  You  may  go  to  the  devil's  wife  if  you  like 
it,"  said  TJndy,  "and  tell  her  whatever  you 
please." 

"  You  refuse  then,"  said  Alaric,  still  keeping 
hold  of  TJndy' s  coat. 


WESTMINSTER    HALL.  95 

"  Come,  take  your  hand  off,"  said  Undy.  "Yon 
will  make  me  tliink  your  head  is  wrong  as  w^ell 
as  yonr  stomach,  if  yon  go  on  hke  this.  Take 
your  hand  off  and  listen  to  me.  I  wdll  then 
explain  to  yon  why  I  cannot  do  what  yon  w^onld 
have  me.  Take  yonr  hand  away,  I  say ;  do  yon 
not  see  that  people  are  looking  at  ns." 

They  were  now  standing  at  the  npper  end  of 
the  hall — close  nnder  the  steps  which  led  to  the 
npper  parts  of  the  Houses  of  Parhament;  and, 
as  Undy  said,  the  place  was  too  public  for  a  dis- 
play of  physical  resentm-.ent.  Alaric  took  his 
hand  aw^ay.  "Well,"  said  he,  "now  tell  me 
wdiat  is  to  hinder  you  from  letting  me  have  the 
money  you  owe  me?" 

"  Only  this,"  said  TJndy ;  "  that  every  share 
I  have  in  the  concern  is  made  over,  by  way  of 
security,  to  old  MTleury,  and  he  now  holds 
them.  Till  I  have  redeemed  them,  I  have  no 
power  of  selling." 

Alaric,  wdien  he  heard  these  w^ords,  could 
hardly  prevent  himself  from  falling  in  the  middle 
of  the  hall.  All  his  hopes  were  then  over ;  he 
had  no  chance  of  shaking  this  intolerable  bm'den 
from  his  shoulders ;  he  had  taken  the  woman's 
money,  this  money  which  had  been  intrusted  to 
his  honom-  and  safe  keeping,  and  thrown  it  into 
.  a  bottomless  gulf. 

"  And  now  hsten  to  me,"  said  TJndy,  looking* 
at  his  watch.  "  I  must  be  in  the  House  in  ten 
or  fifteen  minutes,  for  this  bill  about  married 
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women  is  on,  and  I  am  interested  in  it ;  listen  to 
me  now  for  five  minutes.  All  this  tliat  you 
have  been  saying  is  sheer  nonsense." 

"  I  think  you'll  find  that  it  is  not  all  non- 
sense," said  Alaric. 

"Oh,  I  am  not  in  the  least  afraid  of  your 
doing  anything  rash.  You'll  be  cautious  enough 
I  know  when  you  come  to  be  cool ;  especially 
if  you  take  a  little  physic.  What  I  want  to  say 
is  this — Clem's  money  is  safe  enough.  I  tell 
you  these  bridge  shares  will  go  on  rising  till  the 
beginning  of  next  session.  Instead  of  selling, 
what  we  should  do  is  to  buy  up  six  or  seven 
thousand  pounds  more." 

"  Wliat,  with  Clementina's  money  ?" 

"  It's  as  well  to  be  hung  for  a  sheep  as  a  lamb. 
Besides  your  doing  so  is  your  only  safety.  My 
brother  Yal  insists  upon  having  250  shares." 

"Your  brother  Yal  1"  said  Alaric. 

"  Yes ;  Yal ;  and  why  shouldn't  he  ?  I  would 
give  them  to  liim  if  I  could,  but  I  can't. 
M*^Cleu.ry,  as  I  tell  you.,  has  every  share  of  mine 
in  his  possession." 

"  Your  brother  Yal  wants  250  shares  !  And 
does  he  expect  me  to  give  them  to  him  ?" 

"  WeU — I  rather  think  he  does.  That  is,  not 
to  give  them,  of  course ;  you  don't  suppose  he 
wants  you  to  make  him  a  present  of  money. 
Eut  he  wants  you  to  accommodate  him  with  the 
price  of  them.  You  can  either  do  that,  or  let 
him  have  so  many  of  your  own ;  it  wiU  be  as 
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broad  as  it  is  long ;  and  lie'll  give  yoii  his  note 
of  hand  for  the  amount." 

Now  it  Avas  well  known  among  the  acquaintance 
of  the  Scott  family,  that  the  note  of  hand  of  the 
Honourable  Captain  Yal  w^as  not  w^orth  the  paper 
on  which  it  was  wnritten. 

Alaric  w^as  so  astonished  at  this  monstrous 
request,  coming  as  it  did  after  such  a  conversa- 
tion, that  he  did  not  v/ell  knoY/  how  to  take  it. 

Was  TJndy  mad,  or  was  he  in  joke  ?  What 
man  in  his  senses  would  think  of  lending  six  or 
seven  hundred  pounds  to  Val  Scott !  "I  sup- 
pose you  are  injest,"  said  he,  somewhat  bitterly. 

"  I  never  was  more  in  earnest  in  my  life,"  said 
Undy.  "  I'll  just  explain  liov\r  the  matter  is ; 
and  as  you  are  sharp  enough,  you'll  see  at  once 
that  you  had  better  oblige  him.  Yal,  you  know, 
is  always  hard  up ;  he  can't  touch  a  shilling  of 
that  woman's  money,  and  just  at  present  he  has 
none  of  his  o^vn.  So  he  came  to  me  this  morn- 
ing to  raise  the  wand." 

"  And  you  are  kind  enough  to  pass  him  on  to 
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me. 


"  Listen  a  jnoment.  I  did  not  do  anything  of 
the  kind.  I  never  lend  money  to  Yal.  It's  a 
principle  w^tli  me  not  to  do  so,  and  he  knoAvs  it." 

"Then  just  tell  him  that  my  principles  in 
this  respect  are  identical  w^ith  your  own." 

"  That's  all  very  w^ell ;  and  you  may  tell  him 
so  yourself,  if  you  like  it  \  but  hear  first  of  all 
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what  liis  arguments  are.  Of  course,  I  told  liim 
I  could  do  nothing  for  him.  '  But/  said  he,  '  you 
can  get  Tudor  to  do  it.'  I  told  him,  of  course, 
that  I  could  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  '  Oh  T 
said  Yal,  '  I  know  the  game  you  are  both  play- 
ing. I  know  all  about  Clem's  money.'  Yal,. 
you  know,  never  says  much.  He  was  playing 
pool  at  the  time,  at  the  club ;  but  he  came  back 
after  his  stroke,  and  whispered  to  me — '  You  and 
Tudor,  between  you,  must  let  me  have  250  of 
those  shares,  and  then  it'll  be  all  right.'  Now, 
Yal,  you  know,  is  a  most  determined  fellow." 

Alaric,  when  he  heard  this,  looked  up  into  his 
companion's  face  to  see  whether  he  was  talking^ 
to  the  Evil  one  himself.  Oh,  what  a  net  of  ruin 
was  closing  round  him  ! — How  inextricable  were 
the  toils  into  which  he  had  fallen ! 

"  After  all,"  continued  Undy,  "  what  he  asks 
is  not  much,  and  I  really  think  you  should  do  it 
for  him.  He  is  quite  willing  to  give  you  his 
assistance  at  Strathbogy,  and  he  is  entitled  to 
some  accommodation." 

"  Some  accommodation !"  repeated  Alaric,  al- 
most lost  in  the  consideration  of  his  own  misery. 

"  Yes ;  I  really  think  he  is.  And,  Tudor, 
you  may  be  sure  of  this,  you  know ;  you  will  be 
quite  safe  with  him.  Yal  is  the  very  soul  of 
honour.  Do  this  for  him,  and  you'll  hear  no 
more  about  it.  You  may  be  quite  sure  that 
he'll  ask  for  nothing  further,  and  that  he'll  never 
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say  a  word  to  annoy  yon.  He's  devilish  hononr- 
able  is  Val ;  no  man  can  be  more  so ;  though, 
perhaps,  yon  wouldn't  think  it." 

"  Devilish  honourable,"  said  Alaric.  "  Only  he 
would  like  to  have  a  bribe." 

"  A  bribe  !"  said  Scott.  "  Come,  my  dear  fel- 
low, don't  you  make  an  ass  of  yourself.  Yal  is 
like  the  rest  of  us ;  when  money  is  going,  he 
likes  to  have  a  share  of  it.  If  you  come  to  that 
every  man  who  is  paid  either  for  talking  or  for 
not  talkins:  is  bribed." 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  ever  heard  of  a  much 
clearer  case  of  a  bribe  than  this  which  you 
now  demand  for  your  brother." 

"  Bribe  or  no  bribe,"  said  TJndy,  looking  at  his 
w^atch,  "  I  strongly  advise  you  to  do  for  him 
what  he  asks ;  it  will  be  better  for  all  of  us. 
And  let  me  give  you  another  piece  of  advice : 
never  use  hard  w^ords  among  friends.  Do  you 
remember  the  Mary  Janes  which  Manylodes 
brought  for  you  in  his  pocket  to  the  hotel  at 
Tavistock?" — Here  Alaric  turned  as  pale  as  a 
spectre. — ''Don't  talk  of  bribes,  my  dear  fel- 
low. We  are  all  of  us  giving  and  taking 
bribes  from  our  cradles  to  our  graves ;  but 
men  of  the  w^orld  generally  call  them  by  some 
prettier  names.  Now,  if  you  are  not  desirous 
to  throw  your  cards  up  altogether,  get  these 
shares  for  Yal,  and  let  him  or  me  have  them 
to-morrow  morning."  And  so  saying  Undy 
disappeared   into  the  House,   through   the  side 
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door  out  of  tlie  liall,    whicli  is  appropriated  to 
the  use  of  honourable  members. 

And  then  Alaric  was  left  alone.  He  had 
never  hitherto  realized  the  true  facts  of  the 
position  in  which  he  had  placed  himself;  but 
now  he  did  so.  He  was  in  the  hands  of  these 
men,  these  miscreants,  these  devils ;  he  was 
completely  at  their  mercy,  and  he  already  felt 
that  they  were  as  devoid  of  mercy  as  they  were 
of  justice.  A  cold  sweat  broke  out  all  over 
him,  and  he  continued  v/alking  up  and  down 
the  hall,  ignorant  as  to  where  he  v/as,  and 
what  he  was  doing,  almost  thoughtless,  stunned 
as  it  were  by  his  misery,  and  the  conviction 
that  he  was  a  ruined  man.  He  had  remained 
there  an  hour  after  TJndy  had  left  him,  before 
he  roused  himself  sufficiently  to  leave  the  hall 
and  think  of  returning  home.  It  was  then 
seven  o'clock,  and  he  remembered  that  he 
had  asked  his  cousin  to  dine  with  him  at  that 
hour.  He  got  into  a  cab,  therefore,  and  desired 
to  be   driven  home. 

Oh,  the  misery  of  that  drive  !  He  never  for- 
got it,  and  as  he  told  his  wife  in  after  times,  of 
all  the  wretched  moments  he  spent,  those  were 
the  most  unendurable.  It  is  the  anticipation  of 
our  sorrows  that  breaks  us  down.  The  devoted 
mother,  watching  the  death-bed  of  her  child,  is 
all  but  unable  to  support  the  agony  of  her  ap- 
prehension. But  when  God  has  taken  the  sufferer 
to  himself,  the  broken  heart  of  the  sorrower  is 
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soon  liealed  by  liis  mercy.  It  is  so,  also,  witli 
our  other  misfortunes.  When  they  are  here,  we 
can  hear  them  ;  it  is  the  coming  that  lays  us  low. 

What  was  he  to  do  ?  On  one  point  he  instantly 
made  up  his  mind.  He  would  not  give  one 
shilling  to  Captain  Yal ;  he  vf ould  not  advance 
another  shiUing  to  Undy  ;  and  he  would  at  once 
sell  out  his  ov/n  shares,  and  make  such  immediate 
restitution  as  might  now  he  in  his  power.  The 
mention  of  Manylodes,  and  the  mining  shares 
had  come  home  to  liim  with  frightful  reahty, 
and  nearly  stmined  him.  What  right,  indeed, 
had  he  to  talk  of  bribes  with  scorn  ;  he  who  so 
early  in  his  own  life  had  allowed  himself  to  be 
bought?  How  could  he  condemn  the  itching 
palm  of  such  a  one  as  Val  Scott ;  he  who  had 
been  so  ready  to  open  his  ow^n,  when  he  had 
been  tempted  by  no  want,  by  no  poverty  ? 

He  w^ould  give  nothing  to  Captain  Yal  to 
bribe  him  to  silence.  He  knew  that  if  he  did 
so,  he  would  be  a  slave  for  ever.  The  appetite 
of  such  a  shark  as  that,  when  once  he  has  tasted 
blood,  is  unappeasable.  There  is  nothing  so 
ruinous  as  buying  the  silence  of  a  rogue  who 
has  a  secret.  AYliat  you  buy,  you  never  possess  ; 
and  the  price  that  is  once  paid  must  be  repaid 
again  and  again,  as  often  as  the  rogue  may  de- 
mand it.  Any  alternative  must  be  better  than 
this. 

And  yet  what  other  alternative  was  there? 
He  did  not  doubt  that  Yal,  when  disappointed 
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of  his  prey,  would  reveal  whatever  he  might 
know  to  his  wife,  or  to  his  step-son.  Then  there 
would  be  nothing  for  Alaric  but  confession  and 
ruin.  And  how  could  he  believe  what  Undy 
Scott  had  told  him  ?  who  else  could  have  given 
information  against  him,  but  Undy  himself?  who 
else  could  have  put  up  so  heavily  stupid  a  man 
as  Captain  Scott  to  make  such  a  demand  ?  Was 
it  not  clear  that  his  own  colleague,  his  own 
partner,  his  own  intimate  associate,  Undy  Scott 
himself,  was  positively  working  out  his  ruin  ? 
Where  were  now  his  high  hopes,  where  now  his 
seat  in  Parliament,  his  authority  at  the  board, 
his  proud  name,  his  soaring  ambition,  his  con- 
stant watchword  ?  Excelsior — ah  me — no  !  no 
lono^er  excelsior  !  but  he  thouo^ht  of  the  cells  of 
ISTewgate,  of  convict  prisons ;  then  of  his  young 
mfe  and  of  his  baby  !  As  the  cab  drove  up  to 
his  own  door,  he  clasped  his  throbbing  temples 
in  both  his  hands,  and  bethought  himself  whether 
his  only  release  might  not  be  in  suicide. 

He  made  an  e^brt,  however,  to  assume  his  or- 
dinary demeanour,  and  partially  succeeded.  He 
went  at  once  up  to  his  drawing-room,  and  there 
he  found  Charley  and  Grertrude  waiting  dinner 
for  him  ;  luckily  he  had  no  other  guests. 

"  Are  you  ill,  Alaric  ?"  said  Grertrude,  directly 
she  saw  him. 

"  lU — no,"  said  he  ;  "  only  fagged,  dearest ; 
fagged  and  worried,  and  badgered  and  bored; 
but,  thank  Grod,   not  ill;"   and  he  endeavoured 
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to  put  on  liis  usual  face,  and  speak  in  his  usual 
tone.  "  I  have  kept  you  waiting  most  unmerci- 
fully for  your  dinner,  Charley ;  but  then,  I  know^ 
you  navvies  always  lunch  on  mutton-chops." 

"  Oh,  I  am  not  particularly  in  a  hurry,"  said 
Charley,  "  but  I  deny  the  lunch.  This  has  been 
a  bad  season  for  mutton-chops  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Somerset  House  ;  somehovf  they  have  not 
grown  this  year." 

Alaric  ran  up  to  prepare  for  dinner,  and  his 
wife  followed  him.  "  Oh !  Alaric,"  said  she, 
*' you  are  so  pale,  wdiat  is  the  matter?  do  tell 
me  ?"  and  she  put  her  arm  through  his,  took  hold 
of  his  hand  and  looked  up  into  his  face. 

"  The  matter !  nothing  is  the  matter,  a  man 
can't  always  be  grinning  ;"  and  he  gently  shook 
her  off,  and  walked  through  their  bed-room  to 
his  own  dressing-room.  Having  entered  it  he 
shut  the  door,  and  then  sitting  down  bowed  his 
head  upon  a  small  table  and  buried  it  in  his  hands. 
All  the  world  seemed  to  ^o  round  and  round  with 
him ;  he  was  giddy,  and  felt  that  he  could  not 
stand. 

Grertrude  paused  a  moment  in  the  bed-room  to 
consider,  and  then  follow^ed  him.  "  What  is  it 
you  want  ?"  said  he,  as  soon  as  he  heard  the 
handle  turn — "  do  leave  me  alone  for  one  moment. 
I  am  fagged  with  the  heat  and  I  want  one 
minute's  rest." 

"  Oh,  Alaric,  I  see  you  are  ill,"  said  she.  "  For 
Grod's  sake  do  not  send  me  from  you" — and  coming 
into  the  room  she  knelt  down  beside  his   chair. 
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"  I  know  you  are  suffering,  Alaric  ;  do  let  me  do 
something  for  you." 

He  longed  to  tell  her  everything.  He  panted 
to  share  his  sorrows  with  one  other  bosom ;  to 
have  one  near  him  to  whom  he  could  speak 
openly  of  everything,  to  have  one  counsellor  in 
his  trouble.  In  that  moment  he  all  but  resolved 
to  disclose  everything  to  her ;  but  at  last  he  found 
that  he  could  not  do  it.  Charley  v/as  there  wait- 
ing for  his  dinner ;  and  were  he  now  to  tell  his 
secret  to  his  wife,  neither  of  them,  neither  he  nor 
she,  would  be  able  to  act  the  host  or  hostess.  If 
done  at  all  it  could  not  at  any  rate  be  done  at 
the  present  moment. 

"  I  am  better  now,"  said  he,  giving  a  long  and 
deep  sigh ;  and  then  he  threw  his  arms  round  his 
wife  and  pa^ssionately  embraced  her.  "  My  own 
angel,  my  best,  best  love ;  how  much  too  good 
or  much  too  noble  you  are  for  such  a  husband 
as  I  am." 

"  I  wish  I  could  be  good  enough  for  you,"  she 
replied,  as  she  began  to  arrange  his  things  for 
dressing.  "  You  are  so  tired,  dearest ;  wash  your 
hands  and  come  down — don't  trouble  yourself  to 
dress  this  evening ;  unless,  indeed,  you  are  going 
out  again." 

"  Gertrude," . said  he,  "if  there  be  a  soul  on 
earth  that  has  not  in  it  a  spark  of  Avhat  is  good  or 
generous,  it  is  the  soul  of  Undy  Scott ;"  and  so 
saying  he  began  the  operations  of  his  toilet. 

Now  Gertrude  had  never  liked  Undy  Scott ; 
she  had  attributed  to  him  whatever  faults   her 
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liiisband  might  liave  as  a  liusband ;  and  at  tlie 
present  moment  slie  was  not  inclined  to  fight  for 
any  of  the  Scott  family. 

"  He  is  a  very  worldly  man,  I  think/'  said  she. 

"  Worldly — no — but  hellish  ;"  said  Alaric, 
"  hellish  and  damnable  and  fiendish." 

"  Oh,  Alaric,  what  has  he  done  ?" 

"  Never  mind ;  I  cannot  tell  you ;  he  has  done 
nothing.  It  is  not  that  he  has  done  anything,  or 
can  do  anything  to  me — but  his  heart — but  never 
mind — I  wish — I  wish  I  had  never  seen  him." 

"  Alaric,  if  it  be  about  money,  tell  me  the 
worst,  and  I'll  bear  it  without  a  murmur.  As 
long  as  you  are  well  I  care  for  nothing  else — have 
you  given  up  your  place  ?" 

"  No,  dearest — no  ;  I  can  keep  my  place.  It  is 
nothing  about  that.  I  have  lost  no  money ;  I 
have  rather  made  money.  It  is  the  ingratitude 
of  that  man  which  almost  kills  me.  But  come, 
dearest,  we  will  go  clow^n  to  Charley.  And 
Gertrude,  mind  this,  be  quite  civil  to  Mrs.  Yal  at 
present.  We  will  break  from  the  whole  set  before 
long  ;  but  in  the  meantime  I  would  have  you  be 
very  civil  to  Mrs.  Yal." 

And  so  they  went  down  to  dinner,  and  Alaric, 
after  taking  a  glass  of  wine,  played  his  part 
almost  as  though  he  had  no  weight  upon  his  soul. 
After  dinner  he  drank  freely,  and  as  he  drank  his 
courage  rose.  "  Wliy  should  he  tell  her,"  he  said 
to  himself  as  he  went  to  bed.  "  The  chances  are 
that  all  v/ill  yet  go  well." 
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On  tlie  next  morning  Alaric  went  to  liis  office 
without  speaking  further  as  to  the  trouble  on  his 
mind.  He  had  resolved  during  the  night  that  it 
would  he  useless  for  him  to  make  his  wife  un- 
happy and  to  lower  liimself  in  her  estimation,  if 
by  any  means  this  secret  could  be  kept  from  her, 
and  from  the  world.  There  were  still  chances 
which  might  befriend  him ;  those  shares,  w^hich 
he  now  so  hated,  might  possibly  rise  in  value  till 
they  would  enable  him  to  pay  all  that  he  owed ; 
and  it  was  possible  also,  in  spite  of  what  had 
occurred,  that  Undy  and  Val  might  both  hold 
their  tongues  ;  nay,  it  was  quite  on  the  cards  that 
Val  knew  nothing  about  it,  and  that  all  that  had 
been  said  yesterday  was  a  knavish  scheme  of 
TJndy's  for  raising  money. 

He  tried  to  comfort  himself  in  this  way  as  he 
walked  down  to  his  office.  Then  he  had  also  to 
decide  whether  it  would  better  suit  his  purpose  to 
sell  out  at  once  and  pay  up  every  shilling  that  he 
could,  or  whether  he  would  hold  on,  and  hope 
that  TJndy's  predictions  would  be  fulfilled  and 
that  the  bridge  shares  would  go  on  rising  till 
they  would  sell  for  all  that  was  required  of  him. 

Unfortunate  man  !  what  would  he  have  given 
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now  to  change  liis  position  for  Xorman's  single 
clerkship,  or  even  for  Charley's  comparative 
poverty  ! 

Gertrude  knew  that  something  was  the  matter, 
but  she  by  no  means  anticipated  the  extent  of  her 
husband's  misfortune.  She  knew  that  he  was 
engaged  with  XJndy  in  trafficking  for  shares,  and 
for  seats  in  Parliament ;  and  she  surmised  that 
his  present  anger  against  his  partner  arose  from 
some  treachery  on  Undy's  part,  most  probably 
wdtli  reference  to  the  future  election  at  Strath- 
bogy.  She  knew  Alaric's  deep  anxiety  to  be  in 
Parliament,  and  how  greatly  disappointed  he 
would  be  at  any  interruption  to  his  projects  ;  and 
she  conceived  that  the  promises  made  to  him  were 
to  be  broken,  and  that  the  borough  interest  of 
the  Scotts  was  to  be  given  to  another.  She  grieved 
over  what  she  supposed  to  be  her  husband's 
shattered  hopes.  Poor  Gertrude  !  how  httle  did 
she  yet  know  how  low  that  high  head  was  doomed 
to  fall ;  how  utter  was  to  be  the  ruin  of  that 
ambitious  bosom  to  whose  destiny  her  own 
was  linked. 

She  stayed  within  all  day  ;  but  not  all  day  in 
solitude.  About  four  in  the  afternoon  the  Hon. 
Mrs.  Val  called,  and  with  her  came  her  daughter 
Clem,  now  Madame  Jaquetanape,  and  the  two 
Miss  Neverbends.  M.  Jaquetanape  had  since 
his  marriage  made  himself  very  agreeable  to  his 
honom-able  mother-in-law,  so  much  so  that  he  now 
occupied  the  place  in  her  good  graces  which  Undy 
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liad  formerly  filled,  and  wliicli  after  Undy's  reign 
had  fallen  to  Alaric's  lot.  Mrs.  Yal  liked  to  have 
about  her  some  confidential  gentleman ;  and  as 
she  never  thought  of  placing  her  confidence  in 
her  husband,  she  was  prone  to  select  first  one 
man  and  then  another  as  her  taste  and  interest 
dictated.  Immediately  after  their  marriage  Yic- 
toire  and  Clem  had  consented  to  join  housekeep- 
ing with  their  parent ;  nothing  could  be  more 
pleasant  than  this  !  their  income  Avas  unembar- 
rassed, and  Mrs.  Yal,  for  the  fi.rst  time  in  her  life, 
was  able  to  set  up  her  carriage.  Among  the  effects 
arising  from  this  cause,  the  female  Neverbends, 
who  had  lately  been  worshippers  of  Gertrude, 
veered  round  in  their  idolatry,  and  paid  their  vows 
before  Mrs.  Yal's  nev/  yellow  panels.  In  this  new 
carriage  now  came  the  four  ladies  to  pay  a  morn- 
ine^  visit  to  Mrs.  Tudor.  It  was  wonderful  to  see 
into  how  small  dimensions  the  Miss  Neverbends 
had  contrived  to  pack,  not  themselves,  but  their 
crinoline. 

As  has  before  been  hinted,  Gertrude  did  not 
love  Mrs.  Yal ;  nor  did  she  love  Clem  the  dan- 
seuse ;  nor  did  she  specially  love  the  Miss  Ne- 
verbends.  They  were  all  of  a  class  essentially 
different  to  that  in  which  she  had  been  brouo^ht 
up  ;  and,  moreover,  Mrs.  Yal  was  not  content  to 
allow  Gertrude  into  her  set  v/ithout  rulino-  over 
her,  or  at  any  rate  patronising  her.  Gertrude 
had  borne  with  them  all  for  her  husband's  sake ; 
and  vf as  contented  to  do  so  yet  for  a  while  longer. 
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but  slie  tlioiiglit  in  lier  heart  that  she  would  be 
able  to  draw  some  consolation  from  her  husband's 
misfortune  if  it  should  be  the  means  of  freeing 
her  from  Mrs.  Yal. 

"  Oh,  my  dear/'  said  Mrs.  Yal,  throwing  her- 
self down  into  a  sofa  as  though  she  w^ere  ex- 
hausted— "what  a  dreadful  journey  it  is  to  you 
up  here  !  Hoav  those  poor  horses  will  stand  it  this 
weather  I  don't  know,  but  it  nearly  kills  me  ; 
it  does  indeed."  The  Tudor s,  as  has  been  said, 
lived  in  one  of  the  quiet  streets  of  Westbournia, 
not  exactly  looking  into  Hyde  Park,  but  very 
near  to  it ;  Mrs.  Yal,  on  the  other  hand,  lived  in 
Ebury  Street,  Pimlico  ;  her  house  was  much  in- 
ferior to  that  of  the  Tudors ;  it  was  small,  ill  built, 
and  af&icted  with  all  the  evils  which  bad  drain- 
age and  bad  ventilation  can  produce  ;  but  then  it 
was  reckoned  to  be  within  the  precincts  of  Bel- 
gravia,  and  was  only  five  minutes'  walk  from 
Buckingham  Palace.  Mrs.  Yal,  therefore,  had 
fair  ground  for  tw^itting  her  dear  friend  with  living 
so  far  away  from  the  limits  of  fashion.  "  You 
really  must  come  down  somewhat  nearer  to  the 
world  ;  indeed  you  must,  my  dear,"  said  the  Hon. 
]Mrs.  Yal. 

"We  are  thinking  of  moving;  but  then  we 
are  talking  of  going  to  St.  John's  Wood,  or 
Islington,"  said  Grertrude,  wickedly. 

"IsHngton!"  said  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Yal, 
nearly  fainting. 

"Is  not  Islington    and    St.    Giles'  the   same 
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place?"  asked  the  innocent  Clem,  with  some 
malice,  however,  to  counterbalance  her  inno- 
cence. 

"  Oh,  no  !"  said  Lactimel.  "  St.  Giles'  is  where 
the  poor  wretched  starving  Irish  dwell.  Their 
utter  misery  in  the  middle  of  this  rich  metropolis 
is  a  crying  disgrace  to  the  Prime  Minister." 
Poor  Badger,  how  much  he  has  to  bear  !  ''  Only 
think,"  continued  Lactimel,  with  a  soft  pathetic 
drawl,  "  they  have  none  to  feed  them,  none  to 
clothe  them,  none  to  do  for  them !" 

"It  is  a  great  question,"  said  Ugolina,  "whether 
promiscuous  charity  is  a  blessing  or  a  curse.  It 
is  probably  the  greatest  question  of  the  age. 
I  myself  am  inclined  to  think " 

"  But,  ma,"  said  Madame  Jaquetanape,  "  Mrs. 
Tudor  doesn't  really  mean  that  she  is  going  to 
live  at  St.  Giles';  does  she?" 

"  I  said  Islington,"  said  Gertrude.  "  We  may 
go  to  St.  Giles'  next,  perhaps."  Had  she  known 
all,  hoAV  dreadful  would  such  jokes  have  been  to 
her. 

Mrs.  Yal  saw  that  she  was  being  quizzed, 
and,  not  liking  it,  changed  the  conversation. 
"Ugolina,"  said  she,  "might  I  trouble  you  to 
look  out  of  the  front  window  ?  I  hope  those 
stupid  men  of  mine  are  not  letting  the  horses 
stand  still.  They  were  so  warm  coming  here, 
that  they  will  be  sure  to  catch  cold."  The 
stupid  men,  however,  were  round  the  corner  to 
the  public-house,  and  Ugolina  could  only  report 
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that  as  she  did  not  see  them  she  supposed  the 
horses  were  walking  ahont. 

"  And  so/'  said  Mrs.  Val,  "  Mr.  Tndor  is  think- 
ing of  resigning  his  phxce  at  the  Civil  Service 
Board?  and  standing  for  that  horongh  of  Lord 
Graherlunzie's,  in  Aberdeenshire.'' 

"  I  really  cannot  say,"  said  Grertrnde ;  "  but  I 
believe  he  has  some  idea  of  going  into  Parlia- 
ment. I  rather  beheve  he  will  continue  to  hold 
his  place." 

"  Oh,  that  I  know  to  be  impossible  1  I  was 
told  that  by  a  gentleman  who  has  been  much 
longer  in  the  ser\dce  than  Mr.  Tudor,  and  who 
understands  all  its  bearings."  She  here  alluded 
to  Fidus  Neverbend. 

"I  cannot  say,"  said  Grertrude.  "I  do  not 
think  Mr.  Tudor  has  quite  made  up  his  mind 
yet." 

"  Well,  my  dear,  I'll  tell  you  fairly  wdiat  I 
think  about  it.  You  know  the  regard  I  have 
for  you  and  Mr.  Tudor.  He  too  is  Clementina's 
trustee ;  that  is  to  say  her  fortune  is  partly  con- 
signed to  his  care;  so  I  cannot  but  have  a  very 
great  interest  about  him,  and  be  very  anxious 
that  he  should  do  well.  Now,  my  dear,  I'll  teU 
you  fairly  what  I  think,  and  what  all  the  world 
is  saying.  He  ought  not  to  think  of  Parliament. 
He  ought  not,  indeed,  my  dear.  I  speak  for 
your  sake,  and  your  child's.  He  is  not  a  man 
of  fortune,  and  he  ought  not  to  think  of  Parlia- 
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ment.     He  lias   a  very   fine    situation,   and  lie 
really  sliould  be  contented." 

This  was  intolerable  to  Gertrude.  She  felt 
that  she  must  put  Mrs.  Yal  down,  and  yet  she 
Iia^rdly  knew  how  to  do  it  without  being  abso- 
lutely rude ;  whereas  her  husband  had  specially 
begged  her  to  be  civil  to  this  woman  at  present. 
"  Oh,"  said  she,  with  a  slight  smile,"  Mr.  Tudor 
wiU  be  able  to  take  care  of  himself;  you  will 
find,  I  hope,  that  there  is  no  cause  for  uneasi- 


ness." 


"  Well,  I  hope  not.  I  am  sure  I  hope  not, ' 
said  Mrs.  Yal,  looking  very  grave.  "But  I 
tell  you  fairly  that  the  confidence  which  we  all 
have  in  your  husband  will  be  much  shaken  if  he 
does  anything  rash.  He  should  think  of  this, 
you  knov7.  He  has  no  private  fortune  to  back 
him;  we  must  remember  that." 

Grertrude  became  very  red  in  the  face ;  but  she 
would  not  trust  herself  to  answer  Mrs.  Val  at 
the  spur  of  the  moment. 

"  It  makes  such  a  difference,  when  one  has  got 
no  private  fortune,"  said  Madame  Jaquetanape, 
the  heiress.     "Does  it  not,  Lactimel?" 

"  Oh,  indeed  it  does,"  said  Lactimel.  "  I  wish 
every  one  had  a  private  fortune;  it  would  be 
so  nice,  wouldn't  it?" 

"  There  would  be  very  little  poetry  in  the 
world  if  you  were  to  banish  poverty,"  said 
IJgolina.     "  Poverty  may  be  called  the  parent  of 
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poetry.  Look  at  Milton,  how  poor  lie  was ;  and 
Homer,  lie  begged  his  bread." 

"But  Lord  Byron  was  not  a  beggar,"  said 
Clem,  contemiDtiiously. 

"  I  do  hope  Mr.  Tudor  will  think  of  Avliat  he 
is  doing,"  continued  Mrs.  Val.  "It  is  certainly 
most  good-natured  and  most  disinterested  of  my 
dear  father-in-law,  Lord  Gaberlunzie,  to  place 
his  borough  at  Mr.  Tudor's  disposal.  It  is  just 
like  him,  dear  good  old  nobleman.  But,  my 
dear,  it  will  be  a  thousand  pities  if  Mr.  Tudor 
should  be  led  on  by  his  lordship's  kindness  to 
brino*  about  his  own  ruin." 

Mrs.  Yal  had  once  in  her  life  seen  his  good- 
natured  lordship.  Soon  after  her  marriage  she 
had  insisted  on  Captain  Yal  taking  her  down  to 
the  family  mansion.  She  stayed  there  one  night, 
and  then  left  it,  and  since  that  had  sliow^n  no 
further  desire  to  visit  Cauldkall  Castle.  She  did 
not  the  less  delight  to  talk  about  her  dear  good 
father-in-law,  the  lord.  Why  should  she  give 
his  son  Yal  board  and  lodging,  but  that  she 
might  be  enabled  to  do  so  ?  She  was  not  the 
woman  to  buy  an  article,  and  not  make  of  it  all 
the  use  of  which  it  might  be  capable.  "  It  will 
be  a  thousand  pities  if  Mr.  Tudor  should  be  led 
on  by  his  lordship's  kindness  to  bring  about  his 
own  ruin,"  said  Mrs.  Yal. 

"Pray  do  not  concern  yourself,"  said  Grertrude. 
"  I  can  assure  you  Mr.  Tudor  will  manage  very 
well    for    himself — but    should    any    misfortune 
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happen  to  Mm  lie  will  not,  you  may  be  certain, 
attribute  it  to  Lord  Gaberlunzie." 

"  I  am  told  that  Sir  Glregory  also  is  most  op- 
posed to  it/'  continued  Mrs.  Yal.  "  I  lieard  that 
from  Mr.  Neverbend,  who  is  altogether  in  Sir 
Gregory's  confidence, — did  not  you,  my  dears?" 
and  she  turned  round  to  the  sisters  of  Fidus 
for  confirmation. 

"  I  heard  my  brother  say  that  as  Mr.  Tudor's 
ofiice  is  not  parliamentary  but  permanent,  and 
as  he  has  to  attend  from  ten  till  four " 

"  Alaric  has  not  to  attend  from  ten  till  four," 
said  Gertrude,  who  could  not  endure  the  idea 
that  her  husband  should  be  ranked  with  common 
clerks,  like  Fidus  Neverbend. 

"  Oh,  I  didn't  know,"  said  Lactimel,  meekly. 
''  Perhaps  Fidus  only  meant  that  as  it  is  one  of 
those  offices  where  the  people  have  something 
to  do,  the  commissioners  couldn't  be  in  their 
offices  and  in  Parliament  at  the  same  time." 

"I  did  understand,"  said  Ugolina,  "that  Sir 
Gregory  Hardlines  had  put  his  veto  upon  it ; 
but  I  must  confess  that  it  is  a  subject  which  I 
have  not  sufficiently  studied  to  enable  me " 

"It's  1200/.  a  year;  isn't  it?"  asked  the 
bride. 

"1200/.  a  year,"  said  her  mother — "a  very 
serious  consideration  when  there  is  no  private 
fortune  to  back  it,  on  eiJier  side.  Now  if  it 
were  Victoire " 

"He  couldn't  sit  in  Parliament,  ma,  because 
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lie's  an  alien — only  for  that  I  slioulcln't  think  of 
his  doing  anything  else." 

"  Perhaps  that  may  be  altered  before  long," 
said  Lactimel,  gracionsly. 

"  If  Jews  are  to  be  admitted,"  said  Ugolina, 
"who  certainly  belong  to  an  alien  nation;  a 
nation  expressly  set  apart  and  separated  from  all 
people — a  peculiar  nation  distinct  from  all  others, 
I  for  one  cannot  discern " 

What  Ugolina  could  or  could  not  discern 
about  the  Jews  was  communicated  perhaps  to 
Madame  Jaquetanape  or  to  Lactimel,  but  not 
to  Gertrude  or  to  Mrs.  Val;  for  the  latter,  taking 
Gertrude  apart  into  a  corner  as  it  were  of  the 
sofa,  began  confidentially  to  repeat  to  her  her 
fears  about  her  husband. 

"  I  see,  my  dear,"  said  she,  "  that  you  don't 
like  my  speaking  about  it." 

"  Upon  my  W' ord,"  said  Gertrude,  "  I  am  very 
indifferent  about  it.  But  would  it  not  be  better 
if  you  said  what  you  have  to  say  to  my  hus- 
band?" 

"  I  intend  to  do  so.  I  intend  to  do  that  also. 
But  I  know  that  a  w^ife  ought  to  have  influence 
over  her  husband,  and  I  believe  that  you  have 
influence  over  yours." 

"  Not  the  least,"  said  Gertrude,  who  was  de- 
termined to  contradict  Mrs.  Yal  in  everything. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it,"  said  Mrs.  Val,  who, 
among  all  her  excellent  acquirements,  did  not 
possess  that  specially  excellent  one  of  understand- 
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ing  repartee.  "  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  it,  and 
I  shall  certainly  speak  to  him  the  more  seriously 
on  that  account.  I  think  I  have  some  influence 
over  liim ;  at  any  rate  I  ought  to  have." 

"  I  dare  say  you  have,"  said  Gertrude  ;  "  Alaric 
always  says  that  no  experience  is  worth  an^i^hing- 
that  is  not  obtained  by  years." 

Mrs.  Val  at  least  understood  this,  and  con- 
tinued her  lecture  mth  some  additional  severity. 
"  Well,  my  dear,  I  am  glad  he  has  so  much 
wdsdom.  But  what  I  was  going  to  say  is  this  : 
you  know  how  much  we  have  at  stake  with  Mr. 
Tudor — what  a  very  large  sum  of  Clementina's 
money  lies  in  his  hands.  Now  I  really  should 
not  have  consented  to  the  arrangement  had  I 
thought  it  j^ossible  that  Mr.  Tudor  v/ould  have 
given  up  his  income  with  the  idea  of  going  into 
Parliament.  It  wouldn't  have  been  right  or 
prudent  of  me  to  do  so.  I  have  the  greatest 
opinion  of  your  husband's  talents  and  judgment ; 
or  I  should  not  of  com'se  have  entrusted  him 
with  the  manas^ement  of  Clementina's  foiiune ; 
but  I  really  shall  think  it  right  to  make  some 
change  if  tliis  project  of  his  goes  on." 

"  ^^"liy,  what  is  it  you  suspect?"  said  Geiirude. 
"Do  you  think  that  ^Ir.  Tudor  intends  to  use 
your  daughter's  income  if  he  loses  a  portion  of 
his  OA^m?  I  never  heard  such  a  thing  in  my 
J   e. 

"  ITusli !  my  dear — gently — I  would  not  for 
worlds  let  Clementina  hear  a  word  of  this ;  it 
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niiolit  disturi)  her  youns:  liappiness.  Slie  is  so 
cliarmed  with  her  hushand ;  her  married  life  is 
so  fortunate ;  Yictoire  is  so — so — so  everytliing 
that  we  all  wisli,  that  I  would  not  for  the  world 
breathe  in  her  hearing  a  shadow  of  a  suspicion." 
"  Grood  gracious  !  Mrs.  Scott ! — Y*Tiat  do  you 
mean  ?  Suspicion — what  suspicion  ?  Do  you  sus- 
pect my  husband  of  robbing  you  ?"  Oh !  G-er- 
trude  ;  poor  Gertrude  !  she  was  doomed  to  know 
it  all  before  long. 

"  Oh  dear,  no,"  said  Mrs.  Yal ;  ''  nothing  of  the 
kind,  I  assure  you.  Of  course  we  suspect  nothing 
of  the  sort.    But  one  does  like  to  have  one's  money 
in  safe  hands.  Of  course  Mr.  Tudor  wouldn't  have 
been  chosen  as  trustee,  if  he  hadn't  had  a  good 
income  of  his  ov-m  ;  and  look  here,  my  dear," — 
and  Mrs.  Yal  whispered  very   confidentially, — 
"  Mr.  Tudor  we  all  know  is  greatly  concerned  in 
this  bridge  that  the  commiittee  is  sitting  about ; 
and  he  and  my  brother-in-law  Undecimus  are  al- 
ways dealino;  in  shares.     Gentlemen  do,  I  know, 
and  therefore  I  don't  say  that  there  is  anything 
agaiast  it.      But   considering    all,    I  hope   Mr. 
Tudor  won't  take  it  ill  if  we  propose  to  change 
our  trustee."  . 

"  I  am  very  certain  he  will  not,"  said  Gertrude. 
*'  It  is  a  laborious  business,  and  he  Avill  be  glad 
enough  to  be  rid  of  it.  YHien  he  was  asked  to 
accept  it,  he  thought  it  would  be  ill-natured  to 
refuse  ;  I  am  certain,  however,  he  vrill  be  very 
glad  to  give  up  the  work  to  any  other  person  who 
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may  be  appointed.     I  wiU  be  sure  to  teU  him 
this  evening  what  you  have  said." 

"  You  need  not  trouble  yourself  to  do  that," 
said  Mrs.  Yal.  "  I  shall  see  him  myself  before 
long." 

"  It  will  be  no  trouble,"  said  Gertrude,  very 
indignantly,  for  she  was  very  angry,  and  had,  as 
she  thought,  great  cause  for  anger.  "  I  shall  cer- 
tainly think  it  my  duty  to  do  so  after  what  has 
passed.  Of  course  you  will  now  take  steps  to 
relieve  him  as  soon  as  possible." 

"  You  have  taken  me  up  a  great  deal  too  quick, 
my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Yal.  "  I  did  not  intend " 

"  Oh — one  can't  be  too  quick  on  such  a  matter 
as  this,"  said  Grertrude.  "  When  confidence  is 
once  lost  between  two  persons  it  is  better  that 
the  connection  which  has  grown  out  of  confidence 
should  be  put  an  end  to  as  soon  as  possible." 

"  Lost  confidence  !  I  said  nothing  about  lost 
confidence  !  " 

"  Alaric  will  so  understand  it  I  am  quite  sure ; 
at  any  rate  I  will  teU  him  what  you  have  said. 
Suspicion  indeed  !  who  has  dared  to  suspect  him 
of  anything  not  honest  or  upright  ?  " 

Grertrude' s  eyes  flashed  with  anger  as  she  vin- 
dicated her  absent  lord.  Mrs.  Yal  had  been  speak- 
ing with  bated  breath,  so  that  no  one  had  heard 
her  but  she  to  whom  she  was  speaking  ;  but  Ger- 
trude had  been  unable  so  to  confine  her  answers, 
and  as  she  made  her  last  reply  Madame  Jaque- 
tanape  and  the  Misses  Neverbend  were  all  ears. 
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"  Ha,  ha,  lia !  "  laughed  Mrs.  Yal.  "  Upon 
my  word,  my  dear,  it  is  amusing  to  hear  you  take 
it  up.  However,  I  assure  you  I  meant  nothing 
but  what  was  kind  and  friendly.  Come,  Clemen- 
tina, we  have  been  sitting  here  a  most  uncon- 
scionable time.  Will  you  allow  me,  my  dear,  to 
ring  for  my  carriage  ?" 

"  Mama,''  said  Clem,  "  have  you  asked  Mrs. 
Tudor  to  our  little  dance  ?  " 

"No,  my  dear;  I  have  left  that  for  you  to  do. 
It's  your  party,  you  know, — but  I  sincerely  hope 
Mrs.  Tudor  will  come." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Clementina,  the  tongue  of 
whose  eloquence  was  now  loosened.  "  You  must 
come,  Mrs.  Tudor  !  indeed  you  must.  It  will  be 
so  charming ;  just  a  few  nice  people,  you  know, 
and  nothing  more." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Grertrude ;  "  but  I  never 
dance  now."  She  had  inwardly  resolved  that 
nothing  should  ever  induce  her  again  to  enter 
Mrs.  Val's  house. 

"  Oh,  but  you  must  come,"  said  Clementina. 
"  It  will  be  so  charming.  We  only  mean  to 
dance  one  kind  of  dance — that  new  thing  they 
have  just  brought  over  from  Spain — the  Contra- 
bandista.  It  is  a  polka  step,  only  very  quick, 
and  you  take  every  other  turn  by  yourself;  so 
you  have  to  take  your  partner  up  and  let  hun  go 
as  quick  as  possible.  You  don't  know  how  charm- 
ing it  is,  and  it  will  be  all  the  rage.     We  are  to 
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liave  the  music  out  in  the   street,    just  as  they 
have  in  Spain." 

"  It  would  be  much  too  difficult  for  me,"  said 
Grertrude. 

"It  is  difficult,"  said  the  enthusiastic  Clem ; 
''but  Yictoire  gives  us  lessons  in  it  every  day 
from  twelve  to  two, — doesn't  he,  Ugolina  ?  " 

"  I'm  afraid  I  shouldn't  have  time  to  go  to 
school,"  said  Gertrude. 

"  Oh,  it  doesn't  take  much  time — six  or  seven 
or  eight  lessons  will  do  it  pretty  well.  I  have 
almost  learnt  it  already,  and  Ugolina  is  coming 
on  very  fast.  Lactimel  is  not  quite  so  perfect. 
She  has  learnt  the  step,  but  she  cannot  bring 
herself  to  let  Yictoire  go  quick  enough.  Do 
come,  and  bring  Mr.  Tudor  with  you." 

"As  he  has  not  to  attend  from  ten  till  four,  he 
could  come  and  take  lessons  too,"  said  Lactimel, 
who  now  that  she  was  no  longer  a  hanger  on  of 
Gertrude's,  could    afford    to  have    her  little  re- 


venge. 


"  That  v/ould  be  delightful,"  said  Clem.  "  Mr. 
Charles  Tudor  does  come  in  sometimes  at  twelve 
o'clock,  and  I  think  he  does  it  almost  as  well  as 
Yictoire." 

Gertrude,  however,  would  go  neither  to  the  re- 
hearsals nor  to  the  finished  performance,  and  as 
Mrs.  Yal's  men  had  by  this  time  been  induced 
to  leave  the  beer-shop,  the  Avliole  party  went 
away,  leaving  Gertrude  to  her  meditations. 
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Alaric  returned  from  his  office  worn  and  almost 
as  wretched  as  he  had  been  on  the  day  before.  He 
had  spent  a  miserable  day.  In  the  morning  Sir 
Grregory  had  asked  him  wdiether  he  had  finally 
made  np  his  mind  to  address  the  electors  of  Strath- 
bogy.  "ISTo,  not  finally,"  said  Alaric,  "  but  I  think 
I  shall  do  so."  "  Then  I  must  tell  you,  Tudor," 
said  Sir  Gregory,  speaking  more  in  sorrow  than 
in  anger,  "that  you  will  not  have  my  counte- 
nance. I  cannot  but  think  also  that  you  are 
behaving  with  ingratitude.  "  Alaric  prepared  to 
make  some  petulant  answer,  but  Sir  Gregory,  in 
the  mean  time,  left  the  room. 

Every  one  was  falling  away  from  him.  He 
felt  inclined  to  rush  after  Sir  Gregory,  and  promise 
to  be  guided  in  this  matter  solely  by  him,  but 
his  pride  prevented  him  ;  though  he  was  no  longer 
sanguine  and  confident  as  he  had  been  a  week 
ao-o,  still  his  ambition  was  hio-h.  Those  who 
play  brag  must  brag  it  out,  or  they  will  lose 
their  money.  This  had  been  said  by  TJndy ;  but* 
it  was  not  the  less  true  on  that  account.  Alaric 
felt  that  he  was  playing  brag,  and  that  his 
only  game    Vv^as    to    brag    it    out.      He  might 
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lose,  nay,  probably  would  lose ;  but  still  it  was 
on  tlie  cards  for  Mm  to  win.  Men  who  play  for 
higli  stakes,  who  lead  forlorn  hopes,  who  risk  all 
that  they  may  gain  much,  have  ever  to  imdergo, 
in  some  point  of  their  career,  such  torture  as  that 
which  he  now  suffered.  So,  at  least,  he  said  to 
himself.  Many  fail,  and  are  no  more  heard  of; 
but  still  some  succeed ;  some  great  souls,  who  can 
bear  with  constancy  a  period  of  adversity,  win 
through  and  hold  their  heads  high  among  their 
brethren.  Such  might  still  be  his  fate,  if  only 
he  could  be  true  to  himself.  He  therefore  made 
no  recantation  to  Sir  Gregory,  ate  no  humble  pie, 
descended  in  no  degree  from  his  high  position — 
he  sat  through  the  day  working  hard  for  the  ser- 
vice to  which  he  belonged,  determined  that  at 
any  rate  no  fault  should  be  found  v^ith  him  in 
that  respect;  that  no  loss  of  energy  should  be  dis- 
covered. A  heavy  task  to  him  was  that  day's 
work,  but  still  he  accomplished  it. 

In  the  course  of  the  afternoon  he  went  into 
the  city,  and  inquired  personally  as  to  the  value 
of  the  shares.  He  found  that  they  were  still  in 
demand,  and,  using  his  judgment  as  best  he  could, 
he  thought  it  probable  that  they  might  still  con- 
tinue to  rise  in  price  at  any  rate  for  some  few 
days ;  he  determined  therefore  not  to  sell,  and 
then,  going  back  to  his  office,  remained  at  v/ork 
till  six  o'clock. 

He  v/alked  home  slowly  through  the  parks. 
His  office  and  house  were  so  circumstanced  that. 
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tliongli  tliey  were  some  two  miles  distant,  lie 
could  walk  from  one  to  the  other  almost  without 
taking  his  feet  off  the  grass.  This  had  been  the 
cause  of  great  enjoyment  to  him ;  but  now  he 
sauntered  on  with  his  hands  behind  his  back, 
staring  straight  before  him,  with  fixed  eyes,  going 
by  his  accustomed  route,  but  never  thinking  for 
a  moment  where  he  was.  The  time  was  ^one 
when  he  could  watch  the  gambols  of  children, 
smile  at  the  courtships  of  nursery-maids,  watch 
the  changes  in  the  dark  foliage  of  the  trees,  and 
bend  from  his  direct  path  hither  and  thither  to 
catch  the  effects  of  distant  buildings,  and  make 
for  his  eye  half  rural  landscapes  in  the  middle  of 
the  metropolis.  'No  landscapes  had  beauty  for 
him  now ;  the  gambols  even  of  his  ovvm  baby 
were  unattractive  to  him ;  leaves  might  bud  forth 
and  flourish  and  fall  without  his  notice.  How 
went  the  share-market  ?  that  was  the  only  ques- 
tion that  had  an  interest  for  him.  The  dallyings 
of  Capel  Court  were  the  only  courtships  that  he 
now  cared  to  watch. 

And  with  what  a  terribly  eager  eye  had  he  now 
to  v/atch  them.  If  his  shares  went  up,  quickly,  at 
once,  with  an  unprecedented  success,  he  might 
possibly  be  saved.     That  was  all.     But  if  they 

did  not 1     Such  was  the  phase  of  life  under 

which  at  the  present  moment  it  behoved  him  to 
exist. 

And  then  v/hen  he  reached  his  home,  how  was 
he  welcomed?     With  all  tlie  fond  love  which  a 
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lo^dng:  v^'Uc  can  show !  so  much  at  least  was  :  * 
but  before  he  had  felt  the  sweetness  of  her  ca- 
resses, before  he  had  acknowledged  how  great 
was  the  treasure  that  he  possessed,  forth  from 
her  ea^^er  lips  had  come  the  whole  tale  of  ^Mrs. 
VaFs  impertinence. 

*'  I  i^ill  never  see  her  again,  Alaric !  never ; 
she  talked  of  her  daughter's  money,  and  said 
something  of  suspicion ! "'  Suspicion!  Gertrude's 
eye  again  flashed  fire  with  anger ;  and  she  aU  but 
stamped  mth  her  little  foot  upon  the  ground. 
Suspicion !  suspect  him,  her  husband,  the  choice 
of  her  heart,  her  Alaric,  the  human  ;^od  whom 
she  wo^jhipped!  suspect  him  of  robbery,  her 
lord,  her  heart,  her  soul,  the  strong  staff  on 
which  she  leaned  so  securelv,  with  such  true 
feminine  confidence,  f.  ct  him  of  common 
vile  dLshonestv' ! — "  You  will  never  ask  me  to  see 
her  again  ;  will  you,  Alaric  ?  " 

^'liat  was  he  to  sav  to  her  ?  how  was  he  to 
bear  this  ?  His  heart  veamed  to  tell  her  all ;  he 
longed  for  the  luxury  of  having  one  bosom  to 
whom  he  could  entrust  his  misery,  his  slight  re- 
maining hope.  But  how  could  he  himself,  at 
one  blow,  by  one  word,  destroy  the  high  and 
polished  shaft  on  v.hich  she  whom  he  loved  had 
placed  him.  He  could  not  do  it.  He  would 
suffer  by  himself ;  hope  by  himself  cease  to  hope 
by  himself^  and  endure  all,  till  either  his  suffer- 
in^rs  or  his  hopes  should  be  over. 

He  had  to  pretend  that  he  was  indignant  at 
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^Irs.  YaVs  interference ;  lie  had  to  counterfeit 
the  feeling's  of  outrasfed  honour,  which  vras  so 
natural  to  G-ertrude.  This  he  failed  to  do  ttcU. 
Had  he  been  trulv  honest :  had  that  woman's 
suspicion  really  done  hini  injustice,  he  would 
have  received  his  T\'ife's  tidinsfs  vatli  crrave  dis- 
pleasure,  and  have  simply  resolved  to  acquit  him- 
self as  soon  as  possible  of  the  disagreeable  trust 
which  had  been  reposed  in  him.  But  such  was 
not  now  liis  conduct.  He  contented  himself  by 
calling  ]VIrs.  Tal  names,  and  pretended  to  laugh 
at  her  displeasure. 

"  But  you  will  give  up  this  trust,  won't  you  ?  " 
said  Gertrude. 

"  I  ^'ill  think  about  it,"  said  he.  "  Before  I 
do  anvthinof  I  must  consult  old  Picfors,  Thinsfs 
of  that  kind  can't  be  put  out  of  their  course  by 
the  spleen  of  an  old  woman  like  Mrs.  Yal." 

"  Oh,  Alaric,  I  do  so  wish  you  had  nothinof 
to  do  vriih.  these  Scotts  !" 

'•'  So  do  I,"  said  he,  bitterly  ;  "  I  hate  them — 
but,  Gertrude,  don't  talk  about  them  now ;  my 
head  aches,  and  I  am  tired." 

He  sat  at  home  the  whole  evenino^  •  and 
thoufjh  he  was  by  no  means  srav,  and  hardly 
affectionate  in  his  demeanour  to  her,  yet  she 
could  not  but  feel  that  some  good  effect  had 
spi-ung  from  his  recent  dislike  to  the  Scotts  since 
it  kept  him  at  home  with  her.  Lately  he  had 
generally  spent  his  evenings  at  his  club.  She 
longed  to  speak  to  him  of  his  fature  career,  of 
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his  proposed  seat  in  Parliament,  of  Ms  office- 
Y/ork ;  but  lie  gave  lier  no  encouragement  to 
speak  of  such  things,  and  as  he  pleaded  that  he 
v/as  ill  she  left  him  in  quiet  on  his  sofa. 

On  the  next  morning  he  again  went  to  his 
office,  and  in  the  course  of  the  morning  a  note 
was  brought  to  him  from  Undy.  It  ran  as  fol- 
lows : — 

MY    DEAR    TUDOR, 

Is  Yal  to  have  the  shares  ?  Let  me  have  a 
line  by  the  bearer. 

Yours  ever, 

U.  S. 

To  this  he  replied  by  making  an  appointment  to 
meet  Undy  before  dinner.  He  resolved  as  firmly 
as  ever  that  he  v/ould  not  give  a  share  to  Gap- 
tain  Yal,  and  he  resolved  that  he  would  brazen  it 
out  with  Undy.  At  their  last  meeting  he  had, 
to  a  certain  extent,  suffered  Undy  to  bull}^  him. 
His  attempt  then  had  been  to  keep  this  e\dl 
genius  of  his  in  good  humour ;  this  had  not  suc- 
ceeded ;  the  more  he  had  given  way  the  more 
overbearing  had  Undy  become.  He  would  now 
try  another  course  ;  he  would  be  the  bully,  and 
see  what  that  would  do — he  did  not  in  the  least 
doubt  his  own  courage ;  and  he  did  somewhat 
doubt  Undy's. 

As  he  expected,  Undy  came  to  the  appoint- 
ment. Alaric  had  named  his  oa\ti  office  because 
he  thought  that   he   vfould   there  be  the  most 
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sure  of  liaving  quiet  possession  of  an  undisturbed 
room  ;  had  lie  appointed  the  meeting  at  his  dub, 
some  one  might  have  overheard  their  dispute. 
At  his  office,  at  the  hour  he  had  named,  it  was 
probable  tha^t  no  one  but  the  maid-servants  could 
do  so. 

At  the  time  fixed  Undy  came,  and  was  shown 
by  the  sole  remaining  messenger  into  Alaric's 
private  room.  The  two  shook  hands  together 
in  their  accustomed  way.  Undy  smiled  good- 
humouredly,  as  he  ahvays  did ;  and  Alaric  main- 
tained his  usual  composed  and  uncommunicative 
look. 

"  Y\^ell,"  said  Undy,  sitting  down,  "  how  about 
these  shares?" 

"I  am  glad  you  have  come,"  said  Alaric,  "be- 
cause I  Vv^ant  to  speak  to  you  v/ith  some  earnest- 
ness." 

"  I  am  quite  in  earnest  myself,"  said  Undy ; 
"  and  so  by  G —  is  Yal.  I  never  sav/  a  fellow 
more  in  earnest — nor  yet  apparently  more  hard 
up.  I  hope  you  have  the  shares  ready,  or  else  a 
cheque  for  the  amount." 

"  Look  here,  Undy ;  if  my  doing  this  were  the 
only  means  of  saving  both  you  and  me  from  rot- 
ting in  gaol,  by  the  Creator  that  made  me  I  would 
not  do  it." 

"  I  don't  know  that  it  will  have  much  effect 
upon  me,  one  way  or  the  other,"  said  Undy, 
coolly ;  "  but  it  seems  to  me  to  be  the  only  way 
that    can  save    yourself   from    some    such   fate. 
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Shall  I  tell  you  what  the  clauses  are  of  this  new 
bill  about  trust  property  ?" 

"I  know  the  clauses  well  enough ;  I  know  my 
own  position ;  and  I  know  yours  also." 

"  D your  impudence/'  said  XJndy ;   "  how 

do  you  dare  to  league  me  with  your  villany? 
Have  I  been  the  girl's  trustee  ?  have  I  drawn,  or 
could  I  have  dravv^n,  a  shilling  of  her  money  ?  I 
tell  you,  Tudor,  you  are  in  the  wrong  box.  You 
have  one  way  of  escape  and  one  only.  I  don't 
want  to  ruin  you ;  I'll  save  you  if  I  can ;  I  think 
you  have  treated  the  girl  in  a  most  shameful  way, 
nevertheless  I'll  save  you  if  I  can ;  but  mark 
this,  if  this  money  be  not  at  once  produced  I 
cannot  save  you." 

Alaric  felt  that  he  was  covered  Vvdth  cold  per- 
spiration. His  courage  did  not  fail  him ;  he 
would  willingly  have  taken  Undy  by  the  throat 
could  his  doing  so  have  done  himself  or  his  cause 
any  good ;  but  he  felt  that  he  was  nearly  overset 
by  the  cool  deep  villany  of  his  companion. 

"  I  have  treated  the  girl  badly, — very  badly," 
he  said,  after  a  pause ;  "  whether  or  no  you  have 
done  so  too  I  leave  to  your  own  conscience,  if 
you  have  a  conscience.  I  do  not  now  mean  to 
accuse  you ;  but  you  may  know  this  for  certain ; 
my  present  anxiety  is  to  restore  to  her  that  which 
I  have  taken  from  her ;  and  for  no  earthly  con- 
sideration— not  to  save  my  own  wife,  will  I 
increase  the  deficiency." 

"  Why  man,  what  nonsense  you  talk — as  if  I 
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did  not  knov/  all  the  time  tliat  yon  have  your 
pocket  full  of  these  shares." 

"  Wliatever  I  have,  I  hold  for  her.  If  I  could 
succeed  in  getting  out  of  your  hands  enough  to 
make  up  the  full  sum  that  I  owe  her " 

"  You  will  succeed  in  getting  nothing  from  me. 
Wlien  I  borrowed  5000/.  from  you,  it  was  not 
understood  that  I  was  to  be  called  uj)on  for  the 
money  in  three  or  four  months'  time." 

''  Now  look  here,  Scott ;  you  have  threatened 
me  with  ruin  and  a  prison,  and  I  will  not  say 
but  your  threats  may  possibly  prove  true.  It 
may  be  that  I  am  ruined;  but  if  I  fall,  you 
shall  share  my  fall." 

"That's  false,"  said  Undv.  "I  am  free  to 
hold  my  head  before  the  world,  which  you  are 
not.  I  have  done  nothing  to  brins:  me  to 
shame." 

"  Nothing  to  bring  you  to  shame,  and  yet  you 
would  now  have  me  give  you  a  foi'ther  portion 
of  this  girl's  money  !" 

"Nothino^ — I  care  nothino^  about  the  cnrl's 
money.  I  have  not  touched  it,  nor  do  I  want 
to  touch  it.  I  bring  you  a  message  from  my 
brother ;  you  have  ample  means  of  your  own  to 
comply  with  his  request." 

"  Then  tell  your  brother,"  said  Alaric,  now 
losing  all  control  over  his  temper — "tell  your 
brother,  if  indeed  he  have  any  part  in  this  vil- 
lanv,  tell  vour  brother  that  if  it  were  to  save  me 
from  the  gallows,  he  should  not  have  a  shilling. 

G   3 
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I  have  done  very  badly  in  tliis  matter ;  I  liave 
acted  shamefally,  and  I  am  ashamed,  but " 

"  Ob,  I  want  to  hear  none  of  your  rhapsodies," 
said  Undy.  "  If  you  will  not  now  do  what  I 
ask  you,  I  may  as  well  go,  and  you  may  take 
the  consequences;"  and  he  lifted  his  hat  as 
though  preparing  to  take  his  leave. 

"  But  you  shall  hear  me,"  said  Alaric,  rising 
quickly  from  his  seat  and  standing  between 
Undy  and  the  door.  Undy  very  coolly  walked  to 
the  bell  and  rang  it.  "I  have  much  to  answer 
for,"  continued  Alaric,  "  but  I  would  not  have 
your  sin  on  my  soul,  I  would  not  be  as  black 
as  you  are,  though  by  being  so,  I  could  save 
myself  with  certainty  from  all  earthly  punish- 


ment." 


As  he  finished,  the  messenger  opened  the  door. 
"  Show  Mr.  Scott  out,"  said  Alaric. 

"  Bye,  bye,"  said  Undy.  "  You  will  probably 
hear  from  Mrs.  Val  and  her  daughter  to-morrow," 
and  so  saying,  he  walked  jauntily  along  the  pas- 
sage, and  went  jauntily  to  his  dinner  at  his  club. 
It  was  part  of  his  philosophy  that  nothing  should 
disturb  the  even  tenor  of  his  way,  or  interfere 
with  his  animal  comforts.  He  was  at  the  present 
moment  over  head  and  ears  in  debt ;  he  was 
playing  a  game,  which,  in  all  human  probability, 
would  end  in  his  ruin  ;  the  ground  was  sinking 
beneath  his  feet  on  every  side ;  and  yet  he  tho- 
roughly enjoyed  his  dinner.  Alaric  could  not 
make  such  use  of  his  jDhilosophy.     Undy  Scott 


TICKLISH    STOCK.  131 

miglit  be  tlie  worse  man  of  tlie  two,  but  be  was 
the  better  pbilosopber. 

Not  on  tbe  next  day,  or  on  the  next,  did  Alaric 
bear  from  Mrs.  Yal,  but  on  tbe  following  Mon- 
day be  got  a  note  from  ber  begging  bim  to  call 
in  Ebury-street.  Sbe  underscored  every  line  of  it 
once  or  twice,  and  added,  in  a  postscript,  tbat  be 
would,  sbe  %vas  sure,  at  once  aclcnoidedge  tbe 
Ts^ECESSiTY  of  ber  rec[uest,  as  sbe  icislied  to  com- 
mtmicate  witb  Mm  on  tbe  subject  of  ber.  daugh- 
ter's  FORTUNE. 

Alaric,  immediately  sent  an  answer  to  ber  by 
a  messenger.  ''  My  dear  Mrs.  Scott,"  said  be, 
"  I  am  very  sorry  tbat  an  engagement  prevents 
my  going  to  you  this  evening,  but,  as  I  judge  by 
your  letter,  and  by  wbat  I  bave  beard  from  Grer- 
trude,  tbat  you  are  anxious  about  tliis  trust  ar- 
rangement, I  will  call  at  ten  to-morrow  morning 
on  my  way  to  tbe  office." 

Having  written  and  despatched  this,  be  sat 
for  an  bour  leaning  v/itb  bis  elbows  on  tbe  table 
and  bis  bands  clasped,  looking  witb  apparent 
earnestness  at  tbe  rov/s  of  books  wbicb  stood  in- 
verted before  bim,  trying  to  make  up  bis  mind 
as  to  wbat  step  be  sboidd  now  take. 

Not  tbat  be  sat  an  bour  undisturbed.  Every 
live  minutes  some  one  would  come  knocking  at 
tbe  door ;  tbe  name  of  some  aspirant  to  tbe  Ci\al 
Service  would  be  brought  to  bim,  or  tbe  card 
of  some  influential  gentleman  desirous  of  ba^dng 
a   little  job  perpetrated  in  favour  of  bis   own 
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peculiarly  interesting,  but  perhaps  not  very 
liighly- educated  young  candidate.  But  on  tins 
morning  Alaric  would  see  no  one ;  to  every  sucli 
intruder  lie  sent  a  reply  that  he  was  too  deeply 
engaged  at  the  present  moment  to  see  any  one. 
After  one  he  would  be  at  liberty,  &c.  &c. 

And  so  he  sat  and  looked  at  the  books ;  but 
he  could  in  nowise  make  up  his  mind.  He 
could  in  nov/ise  bring  himself  even  to  try  to 
make  up  his  mind — that  is  to  make  ?my  true 
effort  towa^rds  doing  so.  His  thoughts  w^ould 
run  off  from  him,  not  into  the  happy  outer- world, 
but  into  a  multitude  of  noisy,  unpleasant  paths, 
all  intimately  connected  with  his  present  misery, 
but  none  of  which  led  him  at  all  towards  the 
conclusions  at  which  he  would  fain  arrive.  He 
kept  on  reflecting,  what  Sir  Gregory  would  think 
when  he  heard  of  it ;  what  all  those  clerks  would 
say  at  the  Weights  and  Measures,  among  whom 
he  had  held  his  head  so  high ;  v/hat  shouts  there 
v/ould  be  among  the  navvies  and  other  low  pa- 
riahs of  the  service ;  how  Harry  Norman  would 
exult; — but  he  did  not  yet  know  Harry  Nor- 
man ; — how  the  Woodwards  would  weep,  how 
Gertrude- -and  then  as  he  thought  of  that  he 
bowed  his  head,  for  he  could  no  longer  endm-e 
the  open  light  of  day.  At  one  o'clock  he  was 
no  nearer  to  any  decision  than  he  had  been  when 
he  reached  his  office. 

At  three  he  put  himself  into  a  cab,  and  was 
taken  to  the  city.     Oh,  the  cit}^,  the  weary  city. 
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where  men  go  daily  to  look  for  money,  but  find 
none ;  where  every  heart  is  eaten  up  by  an  ac- 
cursed famishing  after  gold;  where  dark  gloomy 
banks  come  thick  on  each  other,  like  the  black 
ugly  apertures  to  the  realms  below  in  a  mining 
district,  each  of  them  a  separate  little  pit-mouth 
into  hell.  Alaric  went  into  the  city,  and  found 
that  the  shares  were  still  rising.  That  imper- 
turbable witness  was  still  in  the  chair  at  the 
committee,  and.  men  said  that  he  was  diss^ustino: 
the  members  by  the  impregnable  endurance  of 
liis  hostility.  A  man  v/ho  could  answer  2250 
questions  without  admitting  anything  must  be 
a  liar  !  Such  a  one  could  con^dnce  no  one  !  And 
so  the  shares  went  on  rising,  rising,  and  rising, 
and  Messrs.  Blocks,  Piles,  and  Cofferdam  ^vere 
buying  up  every  share  ;  either  doing  that  openly 
— or  else  selling  on  the  sly. 

Alaric   found  that  he   could  at    once   realize 


7500/.    Were  he  to  do  this,  there  would  be  at  any 
rate  seven  eighths  of  his  v/ard's  fortune  secure. 

Might  he  not,  in  such  case,  calculate  that  even 
Mrs.  Val's  heart  would  be  softened,  and  that  time 
would  be  allowedi  him  to  make  up  the  small  re- 
mainder ?  Oh,  but  in  such  case  he  must  tell 
Mrs.  Yal ;  andt  could  he  calculate  on  her  forbear- 
ance ?  Mio^ht  he  not  calculate  with  much  more 
certainty  on  her  love  of  triumphing  ?  would  he 
not  be  her  sla,ve  if  she  had  the  keeping  of  his 
secret  ?  And  why  should  he  run  so  terrible 
a  risk  of  destroying  himself?     Why  should  he 
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confide  in  Mrs.  Yal,  and  deprive  himself  of  the 
power  of  ever  holding  up  his  head  again,  when, 
possibly,  he  might  still  run  ont  his  course  with 
full  sails,  and  bring  his  vessel  into  port,  giving 
no  knowledge  to  the  world  of  the  perilous  state 
in  which  she  had  been  thus  ploughing  the  deep  ? 
He  need  not  at  any  rate  tell  everything  to  Mrs. 
Val,  at  his  coming  visit  on  the  morrow. 

He  consulted  his  broker  with  his  easiest  air  of 
common  concern  as  to  his  money;  and  the  broker 
gave  him  a  dubious  opinion.  "  They  may  go  a 
little  higher,  sir ;  indeed  I  think  they  will.  But 
they  are  ticklish  stock,  sir, — uncommon  ticklish. 
I  should  not  like  to  hold  many  myself,  sir." 
Alaric  knew  that  the  man  was  right ;  they  were 
ticklish  stock ;  but  nevertheless  he  made  up  his 
mind  to  hold  on  a  little  lon.g:er. 

He  then  got  into  another  cab  and  went  back 
to  his  office  :  and  as  he  went  he  beijan  to  be- 
think  himself  to  v/hom  of  all  his  friends  he  miofht 
apply  for  such  a  loan  as  would  enable  him  to 
make  up  this  sum  of  money,  if  he  sold  his  shares 
on  the  morrow.  Captain  Cuttwater  was  good 
for  1000/.,  but  he  knew  that  he  could  not  get 
more  from  him.  It  would  be  bad  borrowing,  he 
thought,  from  Sir  Gregory.  Intimate  as  he  had 
been  with  that  great  man,  he  knew  nothing  of 
his  money  concerns  :  but  he  had  always  heard 
that  Sir  Gregory  was  a  close  man.  Sir  Vv^arwick, 
his  other  colleague,  was  in  easy  circumstances ; 
but  then  he  had  never  been  intimate  with  Sir 
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Warwick.  Xorman — all,  if  lie  liad  known  Nor- 
man now,  Norman  would  have  pulled  liim 
through;  but  hope  in  that  quarter  there  was, 
of  course,  none.  JSTorman  was  gone,  and  Nor- 
man's place  had  been  filled  by  Undy  Scott ! 
What  could  be  done  with  Undy  Scott  he  had 
already  tried.  Fidus  Neverbend !  he  had  a  little 
money  saved ;  but  Fidus  Vv^as  not  the  man  to  do 
anything  without  security.  He,  he  Alaric  Tudor, 
he,  whose  credit  had  stood,  did  stand,  so  high,  did 
not  know  where  to  borrow,  how  to  raise  a  thou- 
sand pounds;  and  yet  he  felt  that  had  he  not 
wanted  it  so  sorely,  he  could  have  gotten  it 
easily. 

He  returned  to  his  ofPice  and  set  himself  hard 
to  work.  His  task  there  was  not  an  easy  one; 
he,  the  remodeller  of  others,  could  not  be  allowed 
to  flag  himself.  The  really  hard  v\^ork  of  the 
office  fell  chiefly  on  his  shoulders.  Sir  Gregory 
sat  in  his  office,  and  planned  with  slov/  dehbera- 
tion  great  revolutions ;  how  also  to  prevent 
greater  revolutions !  He  was  now  the  great 
Akinetos  of  the  Civil  Service.  He,  as  a  reformer, 
had  set  on  foot  great  movements ;  but  novv^,  as  is 
the  case  v^dth  all  great  reformers  when  ih.ej  come 
into  office,  he  had  to  act  as  dra^*  to  the  coach 
which  he  himself  had  put  upon  its  wheels.  He 
sat  apart  therefore  in  great  dignity,  beginning 
already  to  learn  the  lesson  which  old  age  and 
success  so  generally  teach,  that  great  is  the 
power  of  doing  nothing. 


36  THE    THREE    CLERKS. 

On  Alaric  rested  the  harder  work  of  the  office, 
the  management  of  little  details,  the  answering 
of  big  men's  letters,  the  quieting  of  all  diffi- 
culties, and  such  like ; — and  like  other  new 
brooms  he  had  gone  to  it  with  a  will.  He, 
resolving  to  set  a  good  example,  had  worked  in 
season  and  out  of  season ;  and  nov\r  he  felt,  when 
men's  eyes  were  likely  to  be  upon  him,  that 
it  behoved  him  more  than  ever  to  be  true  to 
himself. 

He  was  in  a  bad  state  for  work  when  he  £rot 
back  to  the  office  on  that  day.  He  was  flurried, 
ill  at  ease,  wretched,  all  but  distracted ;  never- 
theless he  went  rigidly  to  it,  and  remained  there 
till  late  in  the  evening.  Pie  was  a  man  generally 
b]essed  with  excellent  health;  but  now  he  sud- 
denly found  himself  ill,  and  all  but  unable  to 
accomplish  the  task  which  he  had  prescribed  to 
himself.  His  head  v/as  heavy  and  his  eyes 
weak,  and  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  think 
of  the  papers  which  lay  before  him. 

Then  at  last  he  went  home,  and  had  another 
sad  and  solitary  walk  across  the  parks,  during 
vdiich  he  vainly  tried  to  rally  himself  again  and 
collect  his  energies  for  the  work  which  he  had 
to  do.  It  was  in  such  emergencies  as  this,  that 
he  knew  that  it  most  behoved  a  man  to  fall 
back  upon  what  manliness  there  might  be  within 
him ;  now  was  the  time  for  him  to  be  true 
to  himself;  he  had  often  felt  proud  of  his  own 
energy  of  purpose ;  and  now  was  the  opportunity 
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for  him  to  use  sucli  energy,  if  liis  pride  in  this 
respect  had  not  been  all  in  vain. 

Such  were  the  lessons  with  which  he  en- 
deavonred  to  strengthen  himself,  but  it  was  in 
vain ;  he  could  not  feel  courageous,  he  could  not 
feel  hopeful,  he  could  not  do  other  than  despair. 
Wlien  he  got  home,  he  again  prostrated  himself, 
again  declared  himself  ill,  again  buried  his  face 
in  his  hands,  and  answered  the  affection  of  his 
wife  by  sa^dng  that  a  man  could  not  always  be 
cheerful,  could  not  always  laugh.  Gertrude, 
though  she  vv^as  very  far  indeed  from  guessing 
the  truth,  felt  that  something  extraordinary  Vs^as 
the  matter,  and  knew  that  her  husband's  uneasi- 
ness was  connected  with  the  Scotts. 

He  came  down  to  dinner,  and  though  he  ate 
but  little,  he  drank  glass  after  glass  of  sherry. 
He  thus  gave  himself  courage  to  go  out  in  the 
evenins:  and  face  the  world  at  his  club.  He 
found  Undy  there  as  he  expected,  but  he  had 
no  conversation  v/ith  him,  though  they  did  not 
absolutely  cut  each  other.  Alaric  fancied  that 
men  stared  at  him,  and  sat  apart  by  himself, 
afraid  to  stand  u.p  among  tallving  circles,  or  to 
put  himself  forward  as  it  was  his  wont  to  do. 
He  himself  avoided  other  men,  and  then  felt 
that  others  were  avoiding  him.  He  took  up  one 
evening  paper  after  another,  pretending  to  read 
them,  but  hardlv  noticincc  a  word  that  came  be- 
neath  his  eye ;  at  last,  however,  a  name  struck 
him  which   riveted  his  attention,  and   he    read 
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the  following  paragrapli,  whicli  was  among  many 
others,  containing  information  as  to  the  coming 
elections. 

"  Strathbogy. — We  hear  that  Lord  Gaher- 
lunzie's  eldest  son  will  retire  from  this  borough, 
and  that  his  place  will  be  filled  by  his  brother, 
the  Honourable  Captain  Valentine  Scott.  The 
family  have  been  so  long  connected  with  Strath- 
bogy by  ties  of  friendship  and  near  neighbour- 
hood, and  the  mutual  alliance  has  been  so  much 
to  the  taste  of  both  parties,  that  no  severance 
need  be  anticipated." 

Alaric's  first  emotion  was  one  of  anger  at  the 
whole  Scott  tribe,  and  his  first  resolve  was  to 
go  dov\^n  to  Strathbogy  and  beat  that  inanimate 
fool  Captpin  Yal  on  his  own  ground ;  but  he  was 
not  long  in  reflecting  that,  under  his  present  cir- 
cumstances, it  would  be  madness  in  him  to  bring 
his  name  prominently  forward  in  any  quarrel 
with  the  Scott  family.  This  disappointment 
he  might  at  any  rate  bear ;  it  would  be  weU  for 
him  if  this  were  all.  He  put  the  paper  down 
with  an  affected  air  of  easy  composure,  and 
walked  home  through  the  glaring  gas-lights,  still 
trying  to  think — still  trying,  but  in  vain,  to 
come  to  some  definite  resolve. 

And  then  on  the  followinsf  morning^  he  went 
off"  to  call  on  Mrs.  Yal.  He  had  as  vet  told  Grer- 
trude  nothing.  When  she  asked  him  what  made 
him  start  so  early,  he  merely  replied  that  he  had 
business  to  do  on  his  road.     As  he  went,  he  had 
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considerable  doubt  whether  or  no  it  would  be 
better  for  him  to  break  his  word  to  Mrs.  Yal 
and  not  go  near  her  at  all.  In  such  event  he 
mis'ht  be  sure  that  she  would  at  once  ffo  to  work 
and  do  her  worst ;  but,  nevertheless,  he  would 
gain  a  day,  or  probably  tv/o,  and  one  or  two  days 
might  do  all  that  he  required ;  whereas  he  could 
not  see  Mrs.  Yal,  without  giving  her  some  ex- 
planation, which  if  false  would  be  discovered  to 
be  false,  and  if  true  would  be  self-condemnatory. 
He  again,  however,  failed  to  decide,  and  at  last 
knocked  at  Mrs.  Yal's  door  merely  because  he 
found  himself  there. 

He  was  shov/n  up  into  the  drawing-room,  and 
found,  of  course,  Mrs.  Yal  seated  on  a  sofa ;  and 
he  also  found,  wliich  vv^as  not  at  all  of  course. 
Captain  Yal,  on  a  chair  on  one  side  of  the  table 
and  M.  Yictoire  Jaquctanai^e  on  the  other. 
Mrs.  Yal  shook  hands  Vvdth  him  much  in  her 
usual  way,  but  still  with  an  air  of  importance 
in  her  face,  the  Frenchman  was  delighted  to  see 
M.  Tudere,  and  the  Honour a^ble  Yal  got  up  from 
his  chau%  said  "How  do,"  and  then  sat  down 
again. 

"  I  requested  you  to  call,  Mr.  Tudor,"  said 
Mrs.  Yal,  opening  her  tale  in  a  most  ceremo- 
nious manner,  "  because  we  all  think  it  necessary 
to  know  somewhat  more  than  has  yet  been  told 
to  us  of  the  manner  in  which  my  daughter's 
money  has  been  invested." 
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Captain  Yal  wiped  botli  Iiis  mustaclies  witli 
tlie  middle  finger  of  liis  right  hand,  by  way  of 
saying  that  he  quite  assented  to  his  wife's  pro- 
position;  and  Victoire  remarked  that  "Madame 
was  a  leetle  anxious,  just  a  leetle  anxious ;  not 
that  anything  could  be  wrong  v/ith  M.  Tudere, 
but  because  she  was  one  excellent  mama." 

"  I  thought  you  knew,  Mrs.  Scott,"  said  Alaric, 
"  that  your  d?iUghter's  money  is  in  the  funds." 

"  Then  I  mpiy  understand  clearly  that  none 
of  the  amount  so  invested  has  been  sold  out  or 
otherwise  appropriated  by  you,"  said  Mrs.  Yal. 

"  Will  you  allow  me  to  inquire  what  has  given 
rise  to  these  questions,  just  at  the  present  mo- 
ment?" asked  Alaric. 

"  Yes,  certainly/'  said  Mrs.  Yal ;  "rumours  have 
reached  my  husband — rumours  which,!  am  happy 
to  say,  I  do  not  believe — that  my  daughter's 
money  has  been  used  for  purposes  of  speculation." 
Wliereupon  Captain  Yal  again  wiped  his  upper 
lip,  but  did  not  find  it  necessary  to  speak. 

"  May  I  venture  to  ask  Captain  Scott  from 
what  source  such  rumours  have  reached  him  ?" 

"Ah — ha  —  what   sources?  d -lies,   very 

likely;  d lies,  I  dare  say;    but  people  do 

talk — eh — ^you  know  " — so    much  the   eloquent 
embryo  member  for  Strathbogy  vouchsafed. 

"And,  therefore,  Mr.  Tudor,  you  mustn't  be 
surprised  that  we  should  ask  you  this  question." 

"It  is  one  simple,  simple  question,"  said  Yic- 
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toire,  and  if  M.  Tuclere  v/ill  say  tliat  it  is  all  right, 
I,  for  myself,  will  be  satisfied."  The  amiable  Yic- 
toire,  to  tell  the  truth,  was  stiU  quite  satisfied  to 
leave  his  wife's  income  in  Alaric's  hands,  and 
would  not  have  been  at  all  satisfied  to  remove  it 
to  the  hands  of  his  respected  step-papa-in-law, 
or  even  his  admired  mama-in-law. 

"  Wlien  I  undertook  this  trust,"  said  Alaric, 
"  which  I  did  with  considerable  hesitation,  I  cer- 
tainly did  not  expect  to  be  subjected  to  any  such 
cross-examination  as  this.  I  consider  such  ques- 
tions as  insults,  and  therefore  I  shall  refuse  to 
answer  them.  You,  Mrs.  Scott,  have  of  course 
a  right  to  look  after  your  daughter's  interests,  as 
has  M.  Jaqufjtanape  to  look  after  those  of  his 
wife  ;  but  I  will  not  acknowledge  that  Captain 
Scott  has  any  such  right  v/hatsoever,  nor  can  I 
think  that  his  conduct  in  this  matter  is  disin- 
terested  " — and  "Sas  he  spoke  he  looked  at  Cap- 
tain Yal,  but  he  might  just  as  vfell  have  looked  at 
the  door ;  Captain  Yal  only  wiped  his  mustache 
Vvith  his  finger  once  more.  "  My  answer  to 
your  inquiries,  Mrs.  Scott,  is  this — I  shall  not 
condescend  to  go  into  any  details  as  to  Madame 
Jaquetanape's  fortune  with  any  one  but  my  co- 
trustee. I  shall,  however,  on  Saturday  next,  be 
ready  to  give  up  my  trust  to  any  other  person 
who  may  be  legally  appointed  to  receive  it,  and 
will  then  produce  all  the  property  that  has  been 
entrusted  to  my  keeping ;"  and  so  saying,  Alaric 
got  up  and  took  his  hat  as  though  to  depart. 
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"And  do  you  mean  to  say,  Mr.  Tudor,  that 
you  will  not  answer  my  question  ?"  said  Mrs. 
Scott. 

"  I  mean  to  say,  most  positively,  that  I  will 
answer  no  questions,"  said  Alaric. 

"  Oil,  confound,  not  do  at  all ;  d ,"  said  tlie 

captain.       "  The  girl's  money  all  gone,  and  you 
won't  answer  questions  ! " 

"  ISTo  !"  shouted  Alaric :  walking:  across  the 
room,  till  he  closely  confronted  the  captain. 
"  No — no — I  will  answer  no  questions  that  may 
be  asked  in  your  hearing.  But,  that  your  i^ife's 
presence  protects  you,  I  would  kick  you  down 
your  own  stairs  before  me." 

Captain  Yal  retreated  a  step — he  could  retreat 
no  more —  and  wiped  his  mustaches  with  both 
hands  at  once.  Mrs.  Yal  screamed.  Yictoire 
took  hold  of  the  back  of  a  chair,  as  though  he 
thought  it  well  that  he  should  be  armed  in  the 
general  battle  that  was  to  ensue :  and  Alaric, 
v/ithout  further  speech,  walked  out  of  the  room, 
and  went  av^ay  to  his  ofiice. 

"  So  you  have  given  up  Strathbogy  ?"  said  Sir 
Grregory  to  him  in  the  course  of  the  day. 

"  I  think  I  have,"  said  Alaric  ;  "  considering 
all  things,  I  believe  it  will  be  the  best  for  me  to 
do  so."  . 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Sir  Gregory — "  not 
a  doubt  of  it,  my  dear  fellow ;"  and  then  Sir 
Gregory  began  to  evince  by  the  cordiality  of  his 
official  confidence,  that  he  had  fully  taken  Alaric 
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back  into  his  good  graces.  It  was  nothing  to 
him  that  Strathbogy  had  given  up  Alaric  instead 
of  Alaric  giving  up  Strathbogy.  He  was  suffi- 
ciently pleased  at  knowing  that  the  danger  of 
his  being  supplanted  by  his  own  junior  was 
over. 

And  then  Alaric  again  went  into  the  weary 
city,  again  made  inquiries  about  his  shares,  and 
again  returned  to  his  office,  and  thence  to  his 
home. 

But  on  his  return  to  his  office,  he  found  lying 
on  his  table  a  note  in  Undy's  handwriting,  but 
not  signed,  in  which  he  was  informed  that  things 
would  yet  be  well,  if  the  required  shares  should 
be  forthcoming  on  the  following  day. 

He  crumpled  the  note  tight  in  his  hand,  and 
was  about  to  fling  it  among  the  waste  j)aper, 
but  in  a  moment  he  thought  better  of  it,  and 
smoothing  the  paper  straight,  he  folded  it,  and 
laid  it  carefully  on  his  desk. 

That  day,  on  his  visit  into  the  city,  he  had 
found  that  the  bridge  shares  had  fallen  to  less 
than  the  value  of  their  original  purchase-money; 
and  that  evening  he  told  Gertrude  everything. 
The  author  does  not  dare  to  describe  the  telling 
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We  must  now  return  for  a  short  wliile  to  Sur- 
biton  Cottage.  It  was  not  so  gay  a  place  as  it 
once  liad  been  ;  merry  laughter  was  not  so  often 
lieard  among  the  shrubbery  walks,  nor  was  a 
boat  to  be  seen  so  often  glancing  in  and  out 
between  the  lavfn  and  the  adjacent  island.  The 
cottage  had  become  a  demure,  staid  abode,  of 
w^hich  Captain  Cuttwater  was  in  general  the 
most  vivacious  inmate  ;  and  yet  there  was  soon 
to  be  marrying,  and  giving  in  marriage. 

Linda's  wedding  day  had  twice  been  fixed. 
That  first  named  had  been  postponed  in  conse- 
quence of  the  serious  illness  of  ^Norman's  elder 
brother.  The  life  of  that  brother  had  been  very 
different  in  its  course  from  Harry's  ;  it  had  been 
dissipated  at  college  in  riotous  living,  and  had 
since  been  stained  with  debauchery  during  the 
career  of  his  early  manhood  in  London.  The 
consequence  had  been  that  his  health  had  been 
broken  down,  and  he  was  now  tottering  to  an 
early  grave. 

Old  Mr.  Norman  had  for  months  past  been 
all  but  heart-broken  in  watching  the  conduct 
and  fate  of  his  heir.     He  himself  was  a  very  old 
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man,  and  lie  knew  tliat  slioulcl  lie  now  die,  as 
die  lie  soon  must  in  tlie  course  of  nature,  all  the 
sweet  braes  and  sunny  meadows  of  Norman's 
Grove  would  soon  melt  away  among  Jews  and 
usurers.  It  is  hardly  in  human  nature  that  a 
father  should  msli  for  the  death  of  one  child, 
in  order  that  another  might  inherit  his  property; 
to  do  so  was  not  at  any  rate  in  the  nature  of  old 
Mr.  Norman  ;  nevertheless,  his  only  consolation 
was,  to  think  that  he  had  a  second  son  of  whom 
no  father  need  be  ashamed. 

Cuthbert  Norman  was  found  to  be  so  ill  when 
the  day  first  named  for  Linda's  marriago  ap- 
proached, that  it  had  been  thought  absolutely 
necessary  to  postpone  the  ceremony.  Wliat 
amount  of  consolation  Mrs.  Woodward  might 
have  received  from  the  knowledge  that  her 
daughter,  by  this  young  man's  decease,  would 
become  Mrs.  Norman  of  Norman's  Grove,  we 
need  not  now  inquire  ;  but  such  consolation,  if 
it  existed  at  all,  did  not  tend  to  dispel  the  feeling 
of  sombre  disappointment  which  such  delay  was 
sure  to  produce.  The  heir,  however,  raUied,  and 
another  day,  early  in  August,  was  fixed. 

Katie,  the  while,  was  still  an  invalid ;  and,  as 
such,  puzzled  all  the  experience  of  that  very  ex- 
perienced medical  gentleman,  who  has  the  best 
aristocratic  practice  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Hampton  Court.  He,  and  the  London  physician, 
agreed  that  her  lungs  Avere  not  affected ;  but  yet 
she  would  not  get  well.     The  colour  would  not 
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come  to  her  cheeks,  the  flesh  would  not  return 
to  her  arms,  nor  the  spirit  of  olden  days  shine 
forth  in  her  eyes.  She  did  not  keep  her  bed,  or 
confine  herself  to  her  room,  but  she  went  about 
the  house  with  a  slow,  noiseless,  gentle  tread,  so 
unhke  the  step  of  that  Katie  whom  we  once 
knew. 

But  that  which  was  a  mystery  to  the  experi- 
enced medical  gentleman,  was  no  mystery  to  her 
mother.  Mrs.  Woodward  well  knew  why  her 
child  was  no  longer  rosy,  plump,  and  dihonnaire. 
As  she  watched  her  Katie  move  about  so  softly, 
as  she  saw  her  constant  attempt  to  smile  when- 
ever  her  mother's  eye  was  on  her,  that  mother's 
heart  almost  gave  way ;  she  almost  brought  her- 
self to  own  that  she  would  rather  see  her  darUng 
the  wife  of  an  idle,  ruined  spendthrift,  than  watch 
her  thus  drifting  away  to  an  early  grave.  These 
days  were  by  no  means  happy  days  for  Mrs. 
Woodward. 

Wlien  that  July  day  was  fixed  for  Linda's 
marriage,  certain  invitations  were  sent  out  to  bid 
the  family  friends  to  the  wedding.  These  calls 
were  not  so  numerous  as  they  had  been  when 
Grertrude  became  a  bride.  No  Sir  Gregory  was 
to  come  down  from  town,  no  gallant  speech- 
makers  from  London  clubs  were  to  be  gathered 
there,  to  wake  the  echoes  of  the  opposite  shore 
with  matrimonial  wit.  IMrs.  Woodward  could 
not  bear  that  her  daughter  should  be  married 
altogether,  as  it  were,  in  the  dark ;  but  for  many 


TRIBULATION.  147 

considerations  tlie  guests  were  to  be  restricted  in 
numbers,  and  the  mirth  was  to  be  restrained  and 
quiet. 

When  the  list  was  made  out,  Katie  saw  it, 
and  saw  that  Charley's  name  was  not  there. 

"  Mama,"  she  said,  touching  her  mother's  arm 
in  her  sweet  winning  way — "  may  not  Charley 
come  to  Linda's  wedding — ^you  know  how  fond 
Harry  is  of  him — would  not  Harry  wish  that  he 
should  be  here?" 

Mrs.  Woodward's  eyes  immediately  filled  with 
tears,  and  she  looked  at  her  daug-hter,  not 
knowing  how  to  answer  her.  She  had  never 
spoken  to  Katie  of  her  love,  no  word  had  ever 
passed  between  them  on  the  subject  which  was 
now  always  nearest  to  the  hearts  of  them  both. 
Mrs.  Woodward  had  much  in  her  character,  as  a 
mother,  that  was  excellent,  nay  all  but  perfect ; 
but  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  question  her 
own  children  as  to  the  inward  secrets  of  their 
bosoms.  She  knew  not  at  once  how  to  answer 
Katie's  question ;  and  so  she  looked  up  at  her 
with  wistful  eyes,  laden  with  tears. 

"  You  may  do  so,  mama,"  said  Katie.  Katie 
was  already  a  braver  woman  than  her  mother. 
"  I  think  Harry  would  like  it,  and  poor  Charley 
will  feel  hurt  at  being  left  out — ^you  may  do  it, 
mama,  if  you  hke  ;  it  wiU  not  do  any  harm." 

Mrs.  Woodward  quite  understood  the  nature 
of  the  promise  conveyed  in  her  daughter's  assur- 
ance, and  replied  that  Charley  should  be  asked. 


H  2 


148  THE    THREE    CLERKS. 

He  was  asked,  and  promised,  of  course,  to  come. 
But  wlien  tlie  wedding  was  postponed,  when  tlie 
other  guests  were  put  off,  lie  also  was  informed 
tliat  his  attendance  at  Hampton  was  not  imme- 
diately required;  and  so  he  still  remained  a 
stranger  to  the  cottage. 

And  then  after  a  while  another  day  was  named, 
the  guests,  and  Charley  with  them,  were  again 
invited,  and  Norman  was  again  assured  that  he 
should  be  made  happy.  But,  alas  !  his  hopes 
were  again  delusive.  News  arrived  at  Surbiton 
Cottage  which  made  it  indispensable  that  the 
marriage  should  be  again  postponed,  news  worse 
than  any  which  had  ever  yet  been  received  there, 
news  which  stunned  them  all,  and  made  it  clear 
to  them  that  this  year  was  no  time  for  marrying. 
Alaric  had  been  arrested — Alaric,  their  own 
Gertrude's  own  husband,  their  son-in-law  and 
brother-in-law,  the  proud,  the  high,  the  success- 
ful, the  towering  man  of  the  world,  Alaric  had 
been  arrested,  and  was  to  be  tried  for  embezzling 
the  money  of  his  ward. 

These  fatal  tidings  were  brought  to  Hampton 
by  Harry  Norman  himself;  how  they  Vvxre  re- 
ceived we  must  now  endeavour  to  tell. 

It  was  not  surprising  that  no  tidings  of 
Alaric' s  growing  quarrel  with  the  Scotts  should 
have  reached  the  Hampton  party.  The  Tudors 
and  the  Woodwards  were  now  almost  entirely 
separated.  Occasionally  little  notes  passed  be- 
tween Grertrude  and  her  mother  or  sisters,  but 
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they  did  not  contain  that  sort  of  confidential 
intercourse  which  generally  takes  place  between 
a  married  daughter  and  her  old  family  home, 
when  nothing  has  occurred  to  break  the  old  ties 
of  family  affection.  Grertrucle  never  wrote  of  her 
husband's  career,  neither  did  Mrs.  Woodward  or 
Linda  ask  any  questions.  'Nor  did  Norman  hear 
much  of  Alaric's  London  doings.  The  two  men 
lived  in  different  worlds,  and  never  found  them- 
selves crossing  each  other's  circles.  It  was 
known  that  Alaric  was  a  great  commissioner, 
with  1200/.  a  year,  and  one  of  the  Magi  of  the 
Civil  Service ;  it  was  known  also  that  he  was 
talked  of  as  the  future  member  of  Parliament  for 
Strathbogy  ;  and  that  was  aU  that  was  known  of 
him  at  Hampton,  when  Harry  came  down  one 
evening  with  news  that  was  indeed  unexpected. 

But  that  it  would  be  tedious  we  might  describe 
the  amazement  with  which  that  news  was  re- 
ceived at  the  Weights  and  Measures.  Though 
the  great  men  at  the  Weights  were  jealous  of 
Alaric,  they  were  not  the  less  proud  of  him. 
They  had  watched  him  rise  with  a  certain 
amount  cff  displeasure,  and  yet  they  had  no  in- 
consideralDle  gratification  in  boasting  that  two  of 
the  Magi,  the  two  working  Magi  of  the  Civil 
Service,  had  been  produced  by  their  own  es- 
tablishment. When  therefore  tidings  reached 
them  that  Tudor  had  been  summoned  in  a 
friendly    way    to    Bow     Street,    that    he    had 
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there  passed  a  whole  morning,  and  that  the 
inquiry  had  ended  in  his  temporary  suspension 
from  his  official  duties,  and  in  his  having  to  pro- 
vide two  bailsmen,  each  for  1.000/.,  as  security 
that  he  would  on  a  certain  day  be  forthcoming 
to  stand  his  trial  at  the  Old  Bailey  for  defrauding 
his  ward, — when  I  say  these  tidings  were  carried 
from  room  to  room  at  the  Weights  and  Measures, 
the  feelings  of  surprise  were  equalled  by  those  of 
shame  and  disappointment.  Whether  the  special 
injuries  received  by  Jones  and  Eobinson  enabled 
them  to  draw  any  consolation  from  a  feeling  of 
gratified  revenge,  we  need  not  too  closely  in- 
quire. 

One  at  any  rate  of  the  beaten  candidates  felt 
no  such  consolation.  To  Norman  the  tidings 
brought  unmixed  grief.  It  was  not  in  his  heart 
to  be  gratified  at  the  dovfnfall  of  an  old  friend, 
even  though  that  old  friend  had  so  deeply  injured 
him ;  but  more  than  this, — let  Alaric  be  ever  so 
much  his  enemy,  he  was  still  to  be  his  brother-in- 
law  ;  he  was  Mrs.  Woodward's  son-in-lav/ ;  he  was 
Grertrude's  husband. 

No  one  knew  who  brought  this  news  to  the 
Weights  and  Measures.  No  one  ever  does  know 
how  such  tidings  fly ;  one  of  the  jmiior  clerks 
had  heard  it  from  a  messenger,  to  whom  it  had 
been  told  down  stairs  ;  then  another  messenger 
who  had  been  across  to  the  Treasury  Chambers 
with  an  immediate  report  as  to  a  projected  change 
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in  tlie  size  of  the  autliorised  butter-firkin,  heard 
the  same  thing,  and  so  the  news  by  degrees  was 
confirmed. 

But  all  this  was  not  sufficient  for  Norman ;  as 
soon  as  the  rumour  reached  him,  he  went  off  to 
Bow  Street,  and  there  learnt  the  actual  truth  as 
it  had  be-en  above  stated.  Alaric  was  then  there, 
and  the  magistrates  had  decided  on  requiring 
bail ;  he  had,  in  fact,  been  committed. 

It  was  some  minutes  before  he  could  decide 
what  he  should  do  under  such  circumstances. 
It  had  not  been  his  intention  to  go  on  that 
evening  to  Hampton ;  but  he  concluded  that 
now  he  had  better  do  so.  Bad  news  fly  fast, 
and  it  v/ould  be  for  him  to  take  care  that  the 
Woodwards  should  not  first  hear  such  news  as 
these  from  strange  lips.  And  then  he  thought  of 
Gertrude.  Had  she  heard  it  yet  ?  did  she  know 
to  what  a  pass  her  chosen  lord  had  brought  her  ? 
had  she  yet  been  taught  that  the  father  of  her 
child  was  a  swindler  ?  Norman  was  essentially 
a  true  man,  and  his  heart  now  belonged  exclu- 
sively to  Linda ;  but  as  he  thought  of  these 
things  he  could  not  but  also  think  of  his  ancient 
love. 

It  would  be  dreadful,  certainly,  that  the  Wood- 
wards should  first  hear  all  this  from  the  lips  of 
a  stranger,  and  this  reflection  induced  Norman 
at  once  to  go  to  Hampton  ;  but  it  was  dreadful, 
also,  to  find  himself  burdened  mth  the  task  of 
first  telling  such  tidings.     When  he  found  him- 
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self  Ivnocking  at  tlie  cottage-door  he  was  still 
doubtful  liow  lie  miglit  best  go  through,  the 
work  he  had  before  him. 

He  found  that  he  had  a  partial  reprieve ;  but 
then  it  was  so  partial  that  it  would  have  been 
much  better  for  him  to  have  had  no  such  reprieve 
at  all.  Mrs.  Woodward  was  at  Sunbury  with 
Linda,  and  no  one  was  at  home  but  Katie.  What 
was  he  to  do  ?  was  he  to  teU  Katie  ?  or  was  he 
to  pretend  that  all  was  right,  that  no  special 
business  had  brought  him  unexpectedly  to 
Hampton. 

"  Oh,  Harry,  Linda  will  be  so  unhappy,"  said 
Katie,  as  soon  as  she  saw  him.  "  They  have 
gone  to  dine  at  Sunbury,  and  they  won't  be 
home  till  ten  or  eleven.  Uncle  Bat  dined  early 
with  me,  and  he  has  gone  to  Hampton  Court. 
Linda  will  be  so  unhappy.  But  good  gracious, 
Harry,  is  there  anything  the  matter  ?'' 

"Mrs.  Woodward  has  not  heard  from  Ger- 
trude to-day  ;  has  she  ?" 

"  No — not  a  word — Gertrude  is  not  ill,  is  she  ? 
Oh,  do  tell  me,"  said  Katie,  who  now  knew  that 
there  was  some  misfortune  to  be  told. 

"  No  ;  Gertrude  is  not  ill." 

"  Is  Alaric  ill  then  ?  is  there  anything  the 
matter  with  Alaric  ?" 

"  He  is  not  ill,"  said  Norman,  ''  but  he  is  in 
some  trouble.  I  came  down  as  I  thought  your 
mother  should  be  told." 

So   much   he    said,    but  would  say  no  more. 
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In  this  lie  probably  took  the  most  unwise  course 
that  was  open  to  him.  He  might  have  held  his 
tongue  altogether,  and  let  Katie  believe  that  love 
alone  had  brought  him  down,  as  it  had  done  so 
often  before  ;  or  he  might  have  told  her  all, 
feeling  sure  that  all  must  be  told  her  before  long. 
But  he  did  neither  ;  he  left  her  in  suspense,  and 
the  consequence  was  that  before  her  mother's 
return  she  was  very  ill. 

It  was  past  eleven  before  the  fly  was  heard  in 
which  Linda  and  her  mother  returned  home. 
Katie  had  then  gone  up  stairs,  but  not  to  bed. 
She  had  seated  herself  in  the  arm-chair  in  her 
mother's  dressing-room,  and  sitting  there  waited 
till  she  should  be  told  by  her  mother  what  had 
occurred.  Wlien  the  sound  of  the  wheels  caught 
her  ears,  she  came  to  the  door  of  the  room  and 
held  it  in  her  hand  that  she  might  learn  what 
passed.  She  heard  Linda's  sudden  and  affection- 
ate greeting  ;  she  heard  Mrs.  Woodward's  expres- 
sion of  gratified  surprise  ;  and  then  she  heard  also 
Norman's  solemn  tone,  by  which,  as  was  too  clear, 
all  joy,  all  gratification,  was  at  once  suppressed. 
Then  she  heard  the  dining-room  door  close,  and 
she  knew  that  he  was  telling  his  tale  to  Linda 
and  her  mother. 

Oh!  the  misery  of  that  next  hour !  For  an 
hour  they  remained  there  talking,  and  Katie 
knew  nothing  of  what  they  were  talking ;  she 
knew  only  that  Norman  had  brought  unhappi- 
ness  to  them  all.     A  dozen  different  ideas  passed 
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across  her  mind.  First  she  thought  that  Alaric 
was  dismissed,  then  that  he  was  dead;  was  it 
not  possible  that  Harry  had  named  Alaric' s  name 
to  deceive  her  ?  might  not  this  misfortune,  what- 
ever it  was,  be  with  Charley ;  might  not  he  be 
dead  ?  Oh  !  better  so  than  the  other.  She  knew, 
and  said  as  much  to  herself  over  and  over  again ; 
but  she  did  not  the  less  feel  that  his  death  must 
involve  her  own  also. 

At  last  the  dining-room  door  opened,  and  she 
heard  her  mother's  step  on  the  stairs.  Her  heart 
beat  so  that  she  could  hardly  support  herself. 
She  did  not  get  up  ;  but  sat  quite  quiet,  waiting 
for  the  tidings  which  she  knew  that  she  should 
now  hear.  Her  mother's  face,  when  she  entered 
the  room,  nearly  drove  her  to  despair ;  Mrs.  Wood- 
ward had  been  crying,  bitterly,  \dolently,  con- 
vulsively crying ;  and  when  one  has  reached  the 
age  of  forty,  the  traces  of  such  tears  are  not 
easily  effaced,  even  from  a  woman's  cheek. 

"  Mama,  mama,  what  is  it  ?  pray,  pray  tell  me ; 
oh  !  mama,  what  is  it  ?"  said  Katie,  jumping  up 
and  rushing  into  her  mother's  arms. 

"  Oh  !  Katie,"  said  Mrs.  Woodward ;  "  why 
are  you  not  in  bed  ;  oh  !  my  darling,  I  wish  you 
were  in  bed ;  I  do  so  wish  you  were  in  bed — my 
child,  my  child !"  and,  seating  herself  in  the 
nearest  chair,  Mrs.  Woodward  again  gave  her- 
self up  to  uncontrolled  weeping. 

Then  Linda  came  up  with  the  copious  tears 
still  streaming  down  her  face.     She   made   no 
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effort  to  control  tliem ;  at  her  age  tears  are  tlie 
easiest  resource  in  time  of  grief.  Komian  had 
kept  her  back  a  moment  to  whisper  one  word  of 
love,  and  she  then  followed  her  mother  into  the 
room. 

Katie  was  now  kneeling  at  her  mother's  feet. 
*'  Linda,"  she  said,  with  more  quietness  than 
either  of  the  others  were  able  to  assume. 
*'  AAHiat  has  happened  ?  what  makes  mama  so 
unhappy  ?  Has  anything  happened  to  Alaric  ?" 
But  Linda  was  in  no  state  to  tell  anything. 

" Do  tell  me,  mama,"  said  Katie  ;  ''do  tell  me 
all  at  once — has  anything — an}i:liing  happened  to 
— to — Charley  ?" 

"  Oh,  it  is  worse  than  that,  a  thousand  times 
worse  than  that,"  said  Mrs.  Woodward,  who, 
in  the  agony  of  her  own  grief,  became  for  the 
instant  ungenerous. 

Katie's  blood  rushed  back  to  her  heart,  and  for 
a  moment  her  own  hand  relaxed  the  hold  which 
she  had  on  that  of  her  mother.  She  had  never 
spoken  of  her  love;  for  her  mother's  sake  she 
had  been  silent ;  for  her  mother's  sake  she  had 
determined  to  suffer  and  be  silent — now,  and 
ever! — ^Well;  she  would  bear  this  also.  It  was 
but  for  a  moment  she  relaxed  her  hold ;  and  then 
again  she  tightened  her  fingers  round  her  mother's 
hand,  and  held  it  in  a  firmer  grasp.  "  It  is  Alaric, 
then?"  she  said. 

"  Grod  forgive  me,"  saidlMrs.  Woodward,  speak- 
ing through  her  sobs — "  God  forgive  me  ;  I  am 
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a  broken-liearted  woman,  and  say  I  know  not 
what.  My  Katie,  my  darling,  my  best  of  dar- 
lings— will  you  forgive  me  ?" 

"  Oh,  mama,"  said  Katie,  kissing  her  mother's 
hands,  and  her  arms,  and  the  very  hem  of  her 
garment — "  oh,  mama,  do  not  speak  so.  But  I 
wish  I  knew  what  this  sorrow  is,  so  that  I  might 
share  it  with  you  ;  may  I  not  be  told,  mama  ?  is 
it  about  Alaric  ?" 

"  Yes,  Katie.     Alaric  is  in  trouble." 

"  What  trouble— is  he  iU  ?" 

"  No — he  is  not  ill.     It  is  about  money." 

'•■  Has  he  been  arrested  ?"  asked  Katie,  think- 
ing of  Charley's  misfortune.  "  Could  not  Harry 
get  him  out?  Harry  is  so  good,  he  would  do 
anything,  even  for  Alaric,  when  he  is  in  trouble." 

"  He  will  do  everything  for  him  that  he  can," 
said  Linda,  through  her  tears. 

"  He  has  not  been  arrested,"  said  Mrs.  Wood- 
ward; "he  is  still  at  home;  but  he  is  in  trouble 
about  Miss  Golightly's  money — and — and  he  is 
to  be  tried." 

"  Tried,"  said  Katie;  "tried  like  a  criminall" 

Katie  might  well  express  herself  as  horrified. 
Yes,  he  had  to  be  tried  like  a  criminal ;  tried  as 
pickpockets,  housebreakers,  and  shoplifters  are 
tried,  and  for  a  somewhat  similar  offence ;  with 
this  difference,  however,  that  pickpockets,  house- 
breakers, and  shoplifters,  are  seldom  educated 
men,  and  are,  in  general,  led  on  to  crime  by  want. 
He  was  to  be  tried  for  the  offence  of  making 
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away  with  some  of  Miss  Golightly's  money,  for 
his  own  purposes.  This  was  explained  to  Katie, 
with  more  or  less  perspicuity;  and  then  Grer- 
trude's  mother  and  sisters  lifted  up  their  voices 
together  and  wept. 

He  might,  it  is  true,  be  acquitted ;  they  would 
none  of  them  believe  him  to  be  guilty,  though 
they  all  agreed  that  he  had  probably  been  im- 
prudent ;  but  then  the  public  shame  of  the  trial ! 
the  disgrace  which  must  follow  such  an  accusa- 
tion !  What  a  downfall  was  here.  "  Oh,  Gertrude  ! 
oh,  Gertrude!"  sobbed  Mrs.  Woodward;  and, 
indeed,  at  that  time,  it  did  not  fare  well  with 
Gertrude. 

We  have  received  various  accounts,  lately, 
frightful  accounts,  of  the  dishonesty  of  men  in 
high  station,  who  have  sought  to  acquire  wealth 
by  the  fraudulent  use  of  the  capital  belonging 
to  others.  Such  men,  of  course,  know,  when 
they  begin  this  career,  that  they  run  a  risk. 
They  stake  highly  that  they  may  gain  much ; 
they  stake  their  name  and  fame,  that  they  may 
gain  wealth,  to  Vvdiich  they  are  not  entitled. 
This  is  sufficiently  intelligible  of  itself,  light  as 
wealth  should  be  held,  when  weis^hed  ao^ainst 
name  and  fame.  The  blunder  which  men  make 
in  this  respect  would  not  be  surprising,  if  they 
themselves  were  alone  concerned,  if  a  man  could 
ruin  himself  and  himself  only.  But  the  heart- 
less, fiendish  cruelty  of  these  men  is  not  intelli- 
gible.    They  have  wives,  on  whose  bosoms  they 
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sleep;  tliey  have  sisters,  with  whom  they  have 
played  from  their  earliest  infancy ;  they  have 
daughters,  whom  they  have  just  sent  forth  into 
the  world,  to  sink  or  swim  according  to  their 
father's  credit ;  and  these  are  all  added  to  the 
stake.  When  the  game  is  to  be  played  out 
between  the  world  and  the  sharper,  the  sharper 
throws  in  on  his  side,  wife,  sisters,  and  children, 
and  while  doing  so,  hardly  thinks  that  he  adds 
anything  to  his  own  wretched  counter.  And 
yet  these  men  are  fond  of  their  wives  and  child- 
ren !     Now,  this  is  not  intelligible. 

It  was  very  late  before  Mrs.  Woodward  and 
her  daughters  went  to  bed  that  night ;  and  then 
Katie,  though  she  did  not  specially  complain, 
was  very  ill.  Her  nerves,  though  they  were 
naturally  stronger  than  those  of  Linda,  were  not 
able  as  quickly  to  repair  themselves,  when 
wounded  by  any  shock.  They  had  lately  re- 
ceived more  than  one  wound,  which  was  still 
unhealed  ;  and  now  this  additional  blow,  though 
she  apparently  bore  it  better  than  the  others, 
altogether  upset  her.  Wlien  the  morning  came, 
she  complained  of  head-ache,  and  it  was  many 
days  after  that  before  she  left  her  bed. 

But  Mrs.  Woodward  was  up  early.  Indeed, 
she  could  hardly  be  said  to  have  been  in  bed  at 
all,  for  though  she  had  laid  down  for  an  hom^  or 
two,  she  had  not  slept.  Early  in  the  morning, 
she  knocked  at  Harry's  door,  and  begged  him  to 
come  out  to  her.     He  was  not  long  in  obeying 
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her  summons,  and  soon  joined  her  in  the  little 
breakfast  parlour. 

"  Harry,"  said  she,  "  you  must  go  and  see 
Alaric." 

Harry's  brow  grew  black.  On  the  previous 
evening  he  had  spoken  of  Alaric  without  bitter- 
ness, nay,  almost  with  aifection  ;  of  Grertrude,  he 
had  spoken  with  the  truest  brotherly  love  ;  he 
had  assured  Mrs.  Woodward  that  he  would 
do  all  that  was  in  his  power  for  them ;  that 
he  would  spare  neither  his  exertions  nor  his 
purse  :  he  had  a  truer  idea  than  she  had  of 
what  might  probably  be  the  facts  of  the  case, 
and  was  prepared,  by  all  the  means  at  his  dis- 
posal, to  help  his  sister-in-law,  if  such  aid  would 
help  her.  But  he  had  not  thought  of  seeing 
Alaric. 

"  I  do  not  think  it  would  do  any  good,"  said 
he. 

"  Yes,  Harry,  it  will ;  it  will  do  the  greatest 
good ;  whom  else  can  I  get  to  see  him  ?  who 
else  can  find  out,  and  let  us  know  what  really  is 
required  of  us,  what  we  ought  to  do  ?  I  would 
do  it  myself,  but  I  could  not  understand  it ;  and 
he  would  never  trust  us  sufiiciently  to  tell  me 
aU  the  truth." 

"  We  will  make  Charley  go  to  him.  He  will 
tell  everything  to  Charley,  if  he  will  to  any 
one." 

"  We  cannot  trust  Charley  ;  he  is  so  thought- 
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less,  SO  imprudent.  Besides,  Harry,  I  cannot 
tell  everything  to  Charley,  as  I  can  to  yon.  If 
there  be  any  deficiency  in  this  woman's  fortune, 
of  course  it  must  be  made  good;  and  in  that 
case  I  must  raise  the  money.  I  could  not 
arrange  all  this  with  Charley." 

"  There  cannot,  I  think,  be  very  much  want- 
ing," said  Norman,  who  had  hardly  yet  realized 
the  idea  that  Alaric  had  actually  used  his  ward's 
money  for  his  own  purposes.  "  He  has  probably 
made  some  bad  investment,  or  trusted  persons 
that  he  should  not  have  trusted.  My  small 
property  is  in  the  funds,  and  I  can  get  the 
amount  at  a  moment's  notice.  I  do  not  think 
there  will  be  any  necessity  to  raise  more  money 
than  that.  At  any  rate,  whatever  happens,  you 
must  not  touch  your  own  income ;  think  of 
Katie." 

'•^  But,  Harry,  dear,  good,  generous  Harry — you 
are  so  good,  so  generous.  But,  Harry,  we  need 
not  talk  of  that  now.     You  will  see  him,  though, 

won't  you  ?  " 

"  It  will  do  no  good,"  said  Harry  ;  "we  have 
no  mutual  trust  in  each  other." 

"  Do  not  be  unforgiving,  Harry ;  now  that  he 
requires  forgiveness." 

"  If  he  does  require  forgiveness,  Mrs.  Wood- 
ward ;  if  it  shall  turn  out  that  he  has  been  guilty, 
God  knows  that  I  will  forgive  him.  I  trust  this 
may  not  be  the  case  ;  and  it  would  be  useless  for 
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me  to  tlirust  myself  upon  liim  now,  wlien  a  few 
days  may  replace  ns  again  in  our  present  relation 
to  each  other." 

"  I  don't  understand  you,  Harry ;  why  should 
there  always  be  a  quarrel  between  two  brothers, 
between  the  husbands  of  two  sisters?  I  know 
you  mean  to  be  kind,  I  know  you  are  most  kind, 
most  generous ;  but  why  should  you  be  so  stern?" 

"  What  I  mean  is  this — if  I  find  him  in  ad- 
versity I  shall  be  ready  to  offer  him  my  hand ; 
it  will  then  be  for  him  to  say  whether  he  will 
take  it.  But  if  the  storm  blow  over,  in  such 
case  I  would  rather  that  we  should  remain  as 


we  are." 


Norman  talked  of  forgiveness,  and  accused 
himself  of  no  want  of  charity  in  this  respect.  He 
had  no  idea  that  his  own  heart  was  still  hard  as 
the  nether  millstone  as^ainst  Alaric  Tudor.  But 
yet  such  was  the  truth.  His  money  he  could 
give ;  he  could  give  also  his  time  and  mind,  he 
could  lend  his  best  abilities  to  rescue  his  former 
friend  and  his  own  former  love  from  misfortune. 
He  could  do  this,  and  he  thought  therefore  that 
he  was  forgiving ;  but  there  was  no  forgiveness 
in  such  assistance.  There  was  generosity  in  it, 
for  he  was  ready  to  part  with  his  money  ;  there 
was  kindness  of  heart,  for  he  was  anxious  to  do 
good  to  his  fellow-creatures ;  but  there  were  with 
these  both  pride  and  revenge.  Alaric  had  out- 
topped  him  in  everything,  and  it  was  sweet  to 
Norman's  pride  that  his  hand  should  be  the  one 
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to  raise  from  his  sudden  fall  tlie  man  wlio  liad 
soared  so  liigli  above  liim.  Alaric  had  injured 
him,  and  what  revenge  is  so  perfect  as  to  repay 
gross  injuries  by  great  benefits  ?  Is  it  not  thus 
that  we  heap  coals  of  fire  on  our  enemies'  heads  ? 
Not  that  Norman  indulged  in  thoughts  such  as 
these ;  not  that  he  resolved  thus  to  gratify  his 
pride,  thus  to  indulge  his  revenge.  He  was  un- 
conscious of  his  own  sin,  but  he  was  not  the  less 
a  sinner. 

"No,"  said  he,  "I  will  not  see  him,  myself; 
it  will  do  no  good." 

Mrs.  Woodward  found  that  it  was  useless  to 
try  to  bend  him.  That,  indeed,  she  knew  from 
long  experience.  It  v/as  then  settled  that  she 
should  go  up  to  G-ertrude  that  morning,  travel- 
ling up  to  town  together  with  Norman,  and  that 
when  she  had  learned  from  her  daughter,  or  from 
Alaric — if  Alaric  would  talk  to  her  about  his  con- 
cerns— what  was  reaUy  the  truth  of  the  matter, 
she  shou.ld  come  to  Norman's  ofl&ce,  and  tell  him 
what  it  would  be  necessary  for  him  to  do.  They 
both,  as  had  Linda  and  Katie  done  through  the 
night,  expressed,  over  and  over  again,  a  convic- 
tion that  Alaric  could  not  really  be  guilty ;  and 
yet  both  had,  deep-seated  in  the  bottom  of  their 
hearts,  a  fear,  a  dread  overpowering  fear,  that 
thing's  would  not  2*0  well  with  that  loved  house- 
hold  that  had  been  established  with  so  much 
heartfelt  pride.  Should  it  be  necessary  to  do  so, 
Norman  promised  that  he  would  not  refuse  to  see 
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G-ertrude.  Such  was  tlie  only  confession  wliicli 
Mrs.  Woodward  could  succeed  in  wringing  from 
him. 

And  then  the  marriage  was  again  put  off. — 
This,  in  itself,  was  a  great  misery;  as  young 
ladies  who  have  just  been  married,  or  who 
may  now  be  about  to  be  married,  will  surely 
own.  The  words  ''put  off"  are  easily  written, 
the  necessity  of  such  a  "put  off"  is  easily  ar- 
ranged in  the  pages  of  a  novel,  an  enforced  delay 
of  a  month  or  two  in  an  affair  wliich  so  many 
folk  willingly  delay  for  so  many  years,  sounds 
like  a  slight  thing ;  but,  nevertheless,  a  matri- 
monial "put  off"  is,  imder  any  circumstances,  a 
great  grief.  To  have  to  counter-write  those  hal- 
cyon notes  which  have  given  glad  promise  of  the 
coming  event ;  to  pack  up  and  put  out  of  sight, 
and,  if  possible,  out  of  mind,  the  now  odious 
finery  Avith  vfhich  the  house  has,  for  the  last 
weeks  been  strewed ;  to  give  the  necessary  infor- 
mation to  the  pastry-cook  from  whose  counter 
the  sad  tidings  wiU  be  disseminated  through  all 
the  neighbourhood;  to  annul  the  orders  which 
have  probably  been  given  for  rooms  and  horses 
for  the  happy  pair ;  to  live,  during  the  coming 
interval,  a  mark  for  pity's  unpitying  finger ;  to 
feel,  and  knoAV,  and  hourly  calculate,  how  many 
shps  there  may  be  between  the  disappointed  lip 
and  the  still  distant  cup ;  all  these  things  in 
themselves   make  up    a   great    grief,    which   is 
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hardly    lightened  by  the  knowledge  that   they 
have  been  caused  by  a  still  greater  grief. 

These  things  had  Linda  now  to  do,  and  the 
poor  girl  had  none  to  help  her  in  the  doing  of 
them.  A  few  hurried  words  were  spoken  on 
that  morning  between  her  and  Norman,  and  for 
the  second  time  she  set  to  work  to  put  off  her 
wedding.  Katie,  the  mean  time,  lay  sick  in  bed, 
and  Mrs.  Woodward  had' gone  to  London  to 
learn  the  worst  and  to  do  the  best  in  this  dire 
affliction  that  had  come  upon  them. 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

ALARIC  TUDOR  TAKES  A  WALK. 

There  is,  undoubtedly,  a  propensity  in  human 
love  to  attacli  itself  to  excellence ;  but  it  has  also, 
as  undoubtedly,  a  propensity  directly  antagonistic 
to  this,  and  which  makes  it  put  forth  its  strongest 
efforts  in  favour  of  inferiority.  Watch  any  fair 
ilock  of  children  in  which  there  may  be  one 
blighted  bud,  and  you  wdll  see  that  that  blighted 
one  is  the  mother's  darling.  Wliat  filial  affection  is 
ever  so  strong  as  that  evinced  by  a  child  for  a 
parent  in  misfortmie?  Even  among  the  rough 
sympathies  of  school-boys  the  cripple,  the  sickly 
child,  or  the  orphan  without  a  home,  will  find  the 
warmest  friendsliip  and  a  stretch  of  kmdness. 
Love,  that  must  bow  and  do  reverence  to  supe- 
riority, can  protect  and  foster  inferiority;  and 
what  is  so  sweet  as  to  be  able  to  protect  ? 

Grertrude's  love  for  her  husband  had  never  been 
so  strong  as  when  she  learnt  that  that  love  must 
now  stand  in  the  j)lace  of  all  other  sympathies, 
of  all  other  tenderness.  Alaric  told  her  of  his 
crime,  and  in  his  bitterness  he  owned  that  he  was 
no  longer  worthy  of  her  love.  She  answered  by 
opening  her  arms  to  him  with  more  warmth  than 
ever,  and  bidding  him  rest  his  sad  and  weary 
head  upon  her  breast.     Had  they  not  taken  each 
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otlier  for  better  or  for  worse  ?  had  not  tlieir  bar- 
gain been  that  they  would  be  happy  together  if 
such  should  be  their  lot,  or  sad  together  if  Grod 
should  so  will  it  ? — and  would  she  be  the  first  to 
cry  off  from  such  a  bargain  ? 

It  seldom  happens  that  a  woman's  love  is 
quenched  by  a  man's  crime.  Women  in  this 
respect  are  more  enduring  than  men ;  they  have 
softer  sympathies,  and  less  acute,  less  selfish,  ap- 
preciation of  the  misery  of  being  joined  to  that 
which  has  been  shamed.  It  was  not  many  hours 
since  Glertrude  had  boasted  to  herself  of  the 
honour  and  honesty  of  her  lord,  and  tossed  her 
head  with  defiant  scorn  when  a  breath  of  suspi- 
cion had  been  muttered  against  his  name.  Then 
she  heard  from  his  ovsni  lips  the  whole  truth, 
learnt  that  that  odious  woman  had  only  mutter- 
ed what  she  soon  would  have  a  right  to  speak 
out  openly,  knew  that  fame  and  honour,  high  po- 
sition and  pride  of  life,  were  all  gone ;  and  then 
in  that  bitter  hour  she  felt  that  she  had  never 
loved  him  as  she  did  then. 

He  had  done  wrong,  he  had  sinned  grievously ; 
but  no  sooner  did  she  acknowledge  so  much  to 
herself  than  she  acknowledged  also  that  a  man 
may  sin  and  yet  not  be  all  sinful ;  that  glory 
may  be  tarnished,  and  yet  not  utterly  destroyed ; 
that  pride  may  get  a  fall,  and  yet  live  to  rise 
again.  He  had  sinned,  and  had  repented ;  and 
now  to  her  eyes  he  was  again  as  pure  as  snow. 
Others  v/ould  now  doubt  him,  that  must  needs 
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be  the  case ;  but  she  would  never  doubt  liim ; 
no,  not  a  whit  the  more  in  that  he  had  once 
fallen.  He  should  still  be  the  cynosure  of  her 
eyes,  the  pride  of  her  heart,  the  centre  of  her 
hopes.  Marina  said  of  her  husband  when  he 
came  to  her  shattered  in  limb,  from  the  hands  of 
the  torturer — 

"  I  would  not  change 
My  exiled,  mangled,  persecuted  husband, 
Alive  or  dead,  for  prince  or  paladin, 
In  story  or  in  fable,  with  a  world 
To  back  his  suit." 

Gertrude  spoke  to  herself  in  the  same  language ; 
she  would  not  have  changed  her  Alaric,  branded 
with  infamy  as  he  now  was,  or  soon  would  be, 
for  the  proudest  he  that  carried  liis  head  high 
among  the  proud  ones  of  the  earth.  Such  is 
w^oman's  love ;  such  is  the  love  of  which  a  man's 
heart  is  never  capable  ! 

Alaric' s  committal  had  taken  place  very  much 
in  the  manner  in  wdiich  it  w^as  told  at  the  Weights 
and  Measures.  He  had  received  a  note  from  one 
of  the  Bow-street  magistrates,  begging  his  at- 
tendance in  the  private  room  at  the  police-office. 
There  he  had  passed  nearly  the  whole  of  one 
day,  and  he  was  also  obliged  to  pass  nearly  the 
wdiole  of  another  in  the  same  office.  On  this 
second  day  the  proceedings  were  not  private,  and 
he  was  accompanied  by  his  own  solicitor. 

It  would  be  needless  to  describe  how  a  plain 
case  was,  as  usual,  made  obscure  by  the  lawyers, 
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liow  acts  of  Parliament  were  consulted,  how  tlie 
magistrate  doubted,  liow  indignant  Alaric's  at- 
torney became  when  it  was  suggested  that  some 
insignificant  piece  of  evidence  should  be  admitted, 
which,  whether  admitted  or  rejected,  could  have 
no  real  bearing  on  the  case.  In  these  respects 
this  important  examination  was  like  other  im- 
portant examinations  of  the  same  kind,  such  as 
one  sees  in  the  newspapers  whenever  a  man  above 
the  ordinary  felon's  rank  becomes  amenable  to 
the  outraged  laws.  It  ended,  however,  in  Alaric 
being  committed,  and  giving  bail  to  stand  his 
trial  in  about  a  fortnight's  time  ;  and  in  his  being 
assured  by  his  attorney  that  he  would  most  cer- 
tainly be  acquitted.  That  bit  of  paper  on  which 
he  had  made  an  entry  that  certain  shares 
bought  by  him  had  been  bought  on  behalf  of 
his  ward,  would  savehim ;  so  said  the  attorney : 
to  which,  however,  Alaric  answered  not  much. 
Could  any  acutest  lawyer,  let  him  be  made  of 
never  so  fine  an  assortment  of  forensic  indigna- 
tion, now  whitewash  his  name  and  set  him  again 
right  before  the  world  ?  He,  of  course,  commu- 
nicated with  Sir  Gregory,  and  agreed  to  be  sus- 
pended from  his  commissionership  till  the  trial 
should  be  over.  His  two  colleagues  then  became 
bail  for  him. 

So  much  having  been  settled,  he  got  into  a 
cab  with  his  attorney,  and  having  dropped  that 
gentleman  on  his  road,  he  returned  home.  The 
excitement  of  the  examination  and  the  necessity 
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for  action  liad  sustained  liim  ;  but  now — wliat 
was  to  sustain  liim  now  ?  How  was  lie  to  get 
through  the  intervening  fortnight,  banished  as 
he  was  from  his  office,  from  his  club,  and  from 
all  haunts  of  men.  His  attorney,  who  had  other 
rogues  to  attend  to  besides  him,  made  certain 
set  appointments  with  him, — and  for  the  rest, 
he  might  sit  at  home  and  console  himself  as  best 
he  might  with  his  own  thoughts.  Excelsior  1 
This  was  the  j)ass  to  which  excelsior  had  brought 
him  !  Sic  itiir  ad  astra  ! — alas,  his  road  had 
taken  him  hitherto  in  quite  a  different  direc- 
tion. 

He  sent  for  .Charley,  and  when  Charley  came, 
he  made  Gertrude  explain  to  him  what  had  hap- 
pened. He  had  confessed  his  owm  fault  once,  to 
his  own  wife,  and  he  could  not  bring  himself  to 
do  it  again.  Charley  w^as  thunderstruck  at  the 
greatness  of  the  ruin,  but  he  offered  what  assist- 
ance he  could  give.  Anything  that  he  could  do, 
he  would.  Alaric  had  sent  for  him  for  a  purpose, 
and  that  purpose  at  any  rate  Charley  could  fulfil; 
he  went  into  the  city  to  ascertain  what  was  now 
the  price  of  the  Limehouse  bridge  shares,  and 
returned  with  the  news  that  they  were  falling, 
falling,  falling. 

No  one  else  called  at  Alaric's  door  that  day. 
Mrs.  Yal,  though  she  did  not  come  there,  by  no 
means  allowed  her  horses  to  be  idle  ;  she  w^nt 
about  sedulously  among  her  acquaintance,  drop- 
ping tidings  of  her  daughter's  losses.     "  They 
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will  have  enougli  left  to  live  upon,  thank  God/* 
said  she ;  "  but  did  you  ever  hear  of  so  barefaced, 
so  iniquitous  a  robbery  ?  Well,  I  am  not  cruel ; 
but  my  own  opinion  is  that  he  should  certainly 
be  hanged." 

To  this  Ugolina  assented  fully,  adding,  that 
she  had  been  so  shocked  by  the  suddenness  and 
horror  of  the  news,  as  to  have  become  perfectly 
incapacitated  ever  since  for  any  high  order  of 
thought. 

Lactimel,  whose  soft  bosom  could  not  endure 
the  idea  of  putting  an  end  to  the  hfe  of  a  fellow- 
creature,  suggested  perpetual  banishment  to  the 
penal  colonies,  perhaps  Norfolk  Island.  "  And 
what  will  she  do?"  said  Lactimel.  "Indeed  I 
cannot  guess,"  said  Ugolina ;  "  her  education  has 
been  sadly  deficient." 

None  but  Charley  called  on  Alaric  that  day, 
and  he  found  himself  shut  up  alone  with  his  vvdfe 
and  child.  His  own  house  seemed  to  him  a 
prison.  He  did  not  dare  to  leave  it ;  he  did  not 
dare  to  walk  out  and  face  the  pubHc  as  long  as 
daylight  continued;  he  was  ashamed  to  show 
himself,  and  so  he  sat  alone  in  his  dining-room 
thinking,  thinking,  thinking.  Do  what  he  would, 
he  could  not  get  those  shares  out  of  his  mind; 
they  had  entered  like  iron  into  his  soul,  as  poison 
into  his  blood ;  they  might  still  rise,  they  might 
yet  become  of  vast  value,  might  pay  all  his  debts, 
and  enable  him  to  begin  again.  And,  then,  this 
had  been  a  committee  day;  he  had  had  no  means  of 
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knowing  how  things  had  gone  there,  of  learning 
the  opinions  of  the  members,  of  whispering  to 
Mr.  Piles,  or  hearing  the  law  on  the  matter  laid 
down  by  the  heavy  deep  voice  of  the  great  Mr. 
Blocks.  And  so  he  went  on  thinking,  thinking, 
thinking;  but  ever  as  thongh  he  had  a  clock- 
weight  fixed  to  his  heart  and  pulling  at  its 
strings.  For,  after  all,  what  were  the  shares  or 
the  committee  to  him?  let  the  shares  rise  to 
ever  so  fabulous  a  value,  let  the  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer  be  ever  so  complaisant  in  giving  away 
his  money,  what  avail  would  it  be  to  him  ?  what 
avail  now  ?  He  must  stand  his  trial  for  the  crime 
of  which  he  had  been  guilty. 

With  the  utmost  patience  Gertrude  endea- 
voured to  soothe  him,  and  to  bring  his  mind  into 
some  temper  in  which  it  could  employ  itself. 
She  brought  him  their  baby,  thinking  that  he 
would  play  with  his  child,  but  all  that  he  said 
was — ''  My  poor  boy.  I  have  ruined  him  already;" 
and  then  turning  away  from  the  infant,  he  thrust 
his  hands  deep  into  his  trousers  pockets,  and 
went  on  calculating  about  the  shares. 

When  the  sun  had  well  set,  and  the  daylight 
had,  at  last,  dwindled  out,  he  took  up  his  hat 
and  wandered  out  among  the  new  streets  and 
rows  of  houses,  which  lay  between  his  owtl  house 
and  the  Western  Eailway.  He  got  into  a  district 
in  which  he  had  never  been  before,  near,  though 
it  was,  to  his  own  house.  The  people  who  lived 
there  were   further   off  than  himself  from  the 
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centre    of   the    circle,    and    therefore   he   knew 
nothing  of  them  or  their  habitations ;  and  as  he 
walked  about  here,  he  thought  of  the  fate   of 
other   such  swindlers  as  himself; — yes,    though 
he  did  not  speak  the  word,  he  pronounced  it  as 
plainly,  and  as  often,   in  the  utterance   of  his 
mind,  as  though  it  was  being  rung  out  to  him 
from  every   steeple  in  London ;    he  thought  of 
the  fate  of  such  swindlers  as  himself;  how  one 
had  been  found  dead  in  the  streets,  poisoned  by 
himself;  how  another,  after  facing  the  cleverest 
lawyers  in  the  land,  was  now  dying  in  a  felon's 
prison ;  how  a  third  had  vainly  endeavoured    to 
fly  from  justice  by  aid  of  wigs,  false  whiskers, 
painted  farrows,  and  other  disguises.     Should  he 
try  to  escape  also,  and  avoid  the  ignominy  of  a 
trial  ?     He  knew  it  would  be  in  vain ;  he  knew 
that,  at  this  moment,  he  was  dogged  at  the  dis- 
tance of  some  thirty  yards  by  an  amiable  police- 
man in  mufti,  placed  to  watch  his  motions   by 
his  two  kind  bailsmen,  who  preferred  this  small 
expense  to  the  risk  of  losing  a  thousand  pounds 
a-piece. 

As  he  turned  short  round  a  corner,  into  the 
main  road  leading  from  the  railway  station  to 
Bayswater,  he  came  close  upon  a  man  who  was 
walking  quickly  in  the  opposite  direction,  and 
found  himself  face  to  face  with  Undy  Scott. 
How  on  earth  should  Undy  Scott  have  come  out 
there  to  Bayswater,  at  that  hour  of  the  night, 
he,  the  constant  denizen  of  clubs,  the  well-known 
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frequenter  of  Pall  Mall,  the  member  for  the 
Tillietudlem  burghs,  whose  every  hour  was  occu- 
pied in  the  looking  after  things  political,  or 
things  commercial?  Who  could  have  expected 
him  in  a  back  road  at  Bayswater  ?  There,  how- 
ever, he  was,  and  Alaric ;  before  he  knew  of  his 
presence,  had  almost  stumbled  against  him. 

"  Scott !"  said  Alaric,  starting  back. 

"Hallo,  Tudor,  what  the  deuce  brings  you 
here?  but  I  suppose  you'll  ask  me  the  same 
question?"  said  Undy. 

Alaric  Tudor  could  not  restrain  himself.  "You 
scoundrel,"  said  he,  seizing  Undy  by  the  collar ; 
"  you  utterly  unmitigated  scoundrel.  You  pre- 
meditating wilful  villain,"  and  he  held  Undy  as 
though  he  intended  to  choke  him. 

But  Undy  Scott  was  not  a  man  to  be  thus 
roughly  handled  with  impunity;  and  in  com- 
pleting the  education  wdiich  he  had  received,  the 
use  of  his  fists  had  not  been  overlooked.  He  let 
out  wdth  his  right  hand,  and  struck  Alaric  twice 
with  considerable  force  on  the  side  of  his  jaw,  so 
that  the  teeth  rattled  in  his  mouth. 

But  Alaric,  at  the  moment,  hardly  felt  it. 
"  You  have  brought  me  and  mine  to  ruin,"  said 
he ;  "  you  have  done  it  purposely,  like  a  fiend. 
But  low  as  I  have  fallen,  I  would  not  change 
places  with  you  for  all  that  the  earth  holds.  I 
have  been  a  villain ;  but  such  villany  as  yours, — 
ugh "  and  so  saying,  he  flung  his  enemy  from 
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tim,  and  Undy,   tottering  back,   saved  liimself 
against  the  wall. 

In  a  continued  personal  contest  between  the 
two  men,  TJndy  would  probably  have  had  the  best 
of  it,  for  he  would  certainly  have  been  the  cooler 
of  the  two,  and  was  also  the  more  skilful  in  such 
warfare ;  but  he  felt  in  a  moment  that  he  could 
gain  nothing  by  thrashing  Tudor,  whereas  he 
might  damage  himself  materially  by  having  his 
name  brought  forward  at  the  present  moment  in 
connection  with  that  of  his  old  friend. 

"You  reprobate!"  said  he,  preparing  to  pass 
on ;  "it  has  been  my  misfortune  to  know  you,  and 
one  cannot  touch  pitch,  and  not' be  defiled.  But 
thank  God  you'll  come  by  your  deserts  now.  If 
you  will  take  my  advice,  you'll  hang  yourself;" 
and  so  they  parted. 

The  amiable  policeman  in  mufti  remained  at 
a*<3onvenient  distance  during  this  little  interview, 
having  no  special  mission  to  keep  the  peace,  pend- 
ing his  present  employment;  but,  as  he  passed 
by,  he  peered  into  TJndy's  face,  and  recognised 
the  honourable  member  for  the  Tillietudlem 
burghs.  A  really  sharp  policeman  knows  every 
one  of  any  note  in  London.  It  might,  perhaps, 
be  useful  that  evidence  should  be  given  at  the 
forthcoming  trial  of  the  little  contest  which  we 
have  described.  If  so,  our  friend  in  mufti  was 
prepared  to  give  it. 

When  Alaric  got  home  his  jaw  was  so  swollen 
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with  Uncly's  well-directed  blows  that  he  could 
hardly  open  his  mouth.  To  Grertrude,  when  she 
inquired  how  he  had  hurt  himself,  he  would  only 
reply  that  he  had  had  an  accident.  She  forbore 
to  cross-question  him  ;  and  then  he  went  to  bed, 
and  then  to  sleep.  Oh  !  the  luxury  of  such  sleep 
when  one  is  wretched ;  but  oh  !  the  misery  of 
waking  from  it ! 

On  the  following  morning,  at  about  eleven,  a 
cab  drove  up  to  the  door,  and  Alaric,  standing 
at  the  dining-room  window,  saw  Mrs.  Woodward 
get  out  of  it. 

"  There's  your  mother,"  said  Alaric  to  his 
wife.  "  I  will  not  see  her — let  her  go  up  to  the 
drawinc^  room.'' 

"  Oh  !  Alaric,  will  you  not  see  mama  ?  " 

"How  can  I,  with  my  face  swollen  as  it  is 
now  ?  Besides,  what  would  be  the  good  ? 
"What  can  I  say  to  her  ?  I  know  well  enoug^a 
what  she  has  to  say  to  me,  Avithout  hstening  to 
it." 

"  Dear  Alaric,  mama  will  say  nothing  to  you 
that  is  not  kind ;  do  see  her,  for  my  sake, 
Alaric." 

But  misery  had  not  made  him  docile.  He 
merely  turned  from  her,  and  shook  his  head  im- 
patiently. Grertrude  then  ran  out  to  welcome 
her  mother,  who  was  in  the  hall. 

And  what  a  welcoming  it  was !  "  Come  up 
stairs,  mama,  come  into  the  drawing  room,"  said 
Grertrude,  who  would  not  stop  even  to  kiss  her 
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mother  till  tliey  found  themselves  secured  from 
the  servants'  eyes.  She  knew  that  one  word  of 
tenderness  would  bring  her  to  the  ground. 

"  Mama,  mama  !  "  she  almost  shrieked,  and 
throwing  herself  into  her  mother's  arms  wept 
convulsively.  Mrs.  Woodward  wanted  no  more 
words  to  tell  her  that  Alaric  had  been  guilty. 

"But,  Gertrude,  how  much  is  it?"  whispered 
the  mother,  as,  after  a  few  moments  of  passionate 
grief,  they  sat  holding  each  other's  hands  on  the 
sofa.  "  How  much  money  is  wanting  ?  Can  we 
not  make  it  up  ?  If  it  be  all  paid  before  the  day 
of  trial,  will  not  that  do  ?  will  not  that  prevent 
it?" 

Gertrude  could  not  say.  She  knew  that 
10,000/.  had  been  abstracted.  Mrs.  Woodward 
groaned  as  she  heard  the  sum  named.  But  then 
there  were  those  shares  which  had  not  long  since 
been  worth  much  more  than  half  that  sum, 
which  must  still  be  worth  a  large  part  of  it. 

"  But  we  must  know,  dearest,  before  Harry 
can  do  anything,"  said  Mrs.  Woodward. 

Gertrude  blushed  crimson  when  Harry  Nor- 
man's name  was  mentioned.  And  had  it  come 
to  that,  that  they  must  look  to  him  for  aid  ? 

"Can  you  not  ask  him,  love?"  said  Mrs. 
Woodward.  "  I  saw  him  in  the  dining-room  ; 
go  and  ask  him ;  when  he  knows  that  we  are 
doing  our  best  for  him,  surely  he  will  help  us." 

Gertrude,  with  a  heavy  heart,  went  do\\ai  on 
her  message,  and  did  not  return  for  fifteen  or 
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twenty  minutes.  It  may  easily  be  conceived 
that  Norman's  name  was  not  mentioned  between 
her  and  her  husband,  but  she  made  him  under- 
stand that  an  effort  would  be  made  for  him,  if 
only  the  truth  could  be  ascertained. 

"  It  will  be  of  no  use,"  said  he. 

"  Don't  say  so,  Alaric ;  we  cannot  tell  what 
may  be  of  use.  But  at  any  rate  it  will  be  a 
weight  off  your  heart  to  know  that  this  money 
has  been  paid.  It  is  that  which  overpowers  you 
now,  and  not  your  own  misfortune." 

At  last  he  suffered  her  to  lead  him,  and  she 
put  down  on  paper  such  figures  as  he  dictated  to 
her.  It  was,  however,  impossible  to  say  what 
was  the  actual  deficiency;  that  must  depend  upon 
the  present  value  of  the  shares  ;  these  he  said 
he  was  prepared  to  give  over  to  his  own  attorney, 
if  it  was  thought  that  by  so  doing  he  should  be 
taking  the  best  steps  towards  repairing  the  evil 
he  had  done ;  and  then  he  began  calculating  how 
much  the  shares  might  joossibly  be  worth,  and 
pointing  out  under  what  circumstances  they 
should  be  sold,  and  under  what  again  they  should 
be  overheld  till  the  market  had  improved.  All 
this  was  worse  than  greek  to  Grertrude ;  but  she 
collected  what  facts  she  could,  and  then  returned 
to  her  mother. 

And  they  discussed  the  matter  ^dth  all  the 
wit  and  all  the  volubility  which  women  have  on 
such  occasions.      Paper  was  brought  forth,  and 
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accounts  were  made  out  between  them,  not  such 
as  would  please  the  eyes  of  a  Civil  Service  Ex- 
aminer, but  yet  accurate  in  their  way.  How  they 
worked  and  racked  their  brains,  and  strained  their 
women's  nerves  in  planning  how  justice  might 
be  defeated,  and  the  dishonesty  of  the  loved  one 
covered  from  shame  !  Uncle  Bat  was  ready  with 
his  share.  He  had  received  such  explanation  as 
Mrs.  Woodward  had  been  able  to  give,  and 
thous^h  when  he  first  heard  the  news  he  had 
spoken  severely  of  Alaric,  still  his  money  should 
be  forthcoming  for  the  service  of  the  family. 
He  could  produce  some  fifteen  hundred  pounds ; 
and  would,  if  needs  be  that  he  should  do  so. 
Then  Harry — but  the  pen  fell  from  Grertrude's 
fingers  as  she  essayed  to  write  down  Harry 
Norman  s  contribution  to  the  relief  of  her  hus- 
band's misery. 

"  Eemember,  Grertrude,  love,  in  how  short  a 
time  he  will  be  your  brother." 

"  But  when  will  it  be,  mama  ?  Is  it  to  be  on 
Thursday,  as  we  had  planned  ?  Of  course,  mama, 
I  cannot  be  there." 

And  then  there  was  a  break  in  their  accounts, 
and  Mrs.  Woodward  explained  to  Gertrude  that 
they  had  all  thought  it  better  to  postpone  Linda's 
marriage  till  after  the  trial ;  and  this,  of  course, 
was  the  source  of  fresh  grief.  Wlien  men  such 
as  Alaric  Tudor  stoop  to  dishonesty,  the  penalties 
of  detection  are  not  confined  to  their  own  hearth- 
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stone.  The  lugher  are  the  branches  of  the  tree 
and  the  wider,  the  greater  will  be  the  extent  of 
earth  which  its  fall  will  disturb. 

Grertrude's  pen,  however,  again  went  to  work. 
The  shares  were  put  down  at  5000/.  "If  they  can 
only  be  sold  for  so  much,  I  think  we  may  manage 
it,''  said  Mrs.  Woodward;  "I  am  sure  that  Harry 
can  get  the  remainder — indeed  he  said  he  could 
have  more  than  that." 

"  And  what  will  Linda  do  ?  " 

''Linda  will  never  want  it,  love;  and  if  she  did, 
what  of  that  ?  would  she  not  give  all  she  has  for 
you? 

And  then  Mrs.  Woodward  went  her  way  to 
Norman's  oflB.ce,  without  having  spoken  to  Alaric. 
"  You  ^vill  come  again  soon,  mama/'  said  Grer- 
trude.  Mrs.  Woodward  promised  that  she 
would.  "  And  mama,"  and  she  whispered  close 
into  her  mother's  ear,  as  she  made  her  next  re- 
quest ;  "  and,  mama,  you  will  be  with  me  on 
that  day  ?  " 

We  need  not  follow  ISTorman  in  his  eflforts  to 
have  her  full  fortune  restored  to  Madame  Jaquet- 
anape.  He  was  daily  in  connection  with  Alaric's 
lawyer,  and  returned  sometimes  with  hope  and 
sometimes  without  it.  Mrs.  Yal's  lawyer  would 
receive  no  overtm^es  towards  a  withdrawal  of  the 
charge,  or  even  towards  any  mitigation  in  their 
proceedings,  unless  the  agent  coming  forward  on 
behalf  of  the  lady's  late  trustee,  did  so  mth  the 
full  sum  of  20,000/.  in  his  hands. 


180  THE    THREE    CLERKS. 

We  need  not  follow  Charley,  who  was  every 
day  with  Alaric,  and  who  was,  unknown  to  Alaric, 
an  agent  between  him  and  Norman.  "Well, 
Charley,  what  are  they  doing  to-day  ? "  was 
Alaric's  constant  question  to  him,  even  up  to 
the  very  eve  of  his  trial. 

If  any  spirit  ever  walks  it  must  be  that  of  the 
stockjobber,  for  how  can  such  a  one  rest  in  its 
grave  without  knowins:  what  shares  are  doing^  ? 


CHAPTEE  X. 


THE    LAST    BREAKFAST. 


And  that  day  was  not  long  in  coming ;  indeed, 
it  came  with  terrible  alacrity ;  much  too  quickly 
for  Gertrude,  much  too  quickly  for  Norman;  and 
much  too  quickly  for  Alaric's  lawyer.  To  Alaric 
only  did  the  time  pass  slowly,  for  he  found  him- 
self utterly  without  employment. 

Norman  and  Uncle  Bat  between  them  had 
raised  something  about  GOOO/. ;  but  when  the 
day  came  on  which  they  were  prepared  to  dispose 
of  the  shares,  the  Limehouse  bridge  was  found 
to  be  worth  nothing.  They  were,  as  the  broker 
had  said,  ticklish  stock;  so  ticldish  that  no  one 
would  have  them  at  any  price.  Wlien  Undy, 
together  with  his  agent  from  Tillietudlem,  went 
into  the  market  about  the  same  time  to  dispose 
of  theirs,  they  were  equally  unsuccessful.  How 
the  agent  looked  and  spoke  and  felt  may  be 
imagined;  for  the  agent  had  made  large  advances, 
and  had  no  other  security ;  but  Undy  had  borne 
such  looks  and  speeches  before,  and  merely  said 
that  it  was  very  odd,  extremely  odd;  he  had 
been  greatly  deceived  by  Mr.  Piles.  Mr.  Piles 
also  said  it  was  very  odd ;  but  he  did  not  appear 
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to  be  nearly  so  much  annoyed  as  the  agent  from 
Tillietudlem ;  and  it  was  whispered  that,  queer 
as  things  now  looked,  Messrs.  Blocks,  Piles,  and 
Cofferdam,  had  not  made  a  bad  thing  of  the 
bridge. 

Overture  after  overture  was  made  to  the  lawyer 
employed  by  Mrs.  Yal's  party.  Norman  first 
offered  the  6000/.  and  the  shares ;  then  when  the 
shares  were  utterly  rejected  by  the  share-buying 
world,  he  offered  to  make  himself  personally 
responsible  for  the  remainder  of  the  debt,  and  to 
bind  himself  by  bond  to  pay  it  within  six  months. 
At  first  these  propositions  were  listened  to,  and 
Alaric's  friends  were  led  to  believe  that  the 
matter  would  be  handled  in  such  a  way  that  the 
prosecution  would  fall  to  the  ground.  But  at 
last  all  composition  was  refused.  The  adverse 
attorney  declared,  first,  that  he  was  not  able  to 
accept  any  money  payment  short  of  the  full 
amount  with  interest,  and  then  he  averred  that, 
as  criminal  proceedings  had  been  taken  they 
could  not  now  be  stayed.  Wliether  or  no 
Alaric's  night  attack  had  anything  to  do  with 
this,  whether  Undy  had  been  the  means  of 
instigating  this  rigid  adherence  to  justice,  we  are 
not  prepared  to  say. 

That  day  for  which  Gertrude  had  prayed  her 
mother's  assistance,  came  all  too  soon.  They 
had  become  at  last  aware  that  the  trial  must  go 
on.  Charley  was  with  them  on  the  last  evening, 
and  completed  their  despair  by  telling  them  that 
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tlieir  attorney  had  resolved  to  make  no  fui'ther 
efforts  at  a  compromise. 

Perliaps  the  most  painful  feeling  to  Grertrude 
through  the  whole  of  the  last  fortnight  had  been 
the  total  prostration  of  her  husband's  energy, 
and  almost  of  his  intellect ;  he  seemed  to  have 
lost  the  power  of  judging  for  liimself,  and  of 
thinking  and  deciding  what  conduct  would  be 
best  for  him  in  his  present  condition.  He  who 
had  been  so  energetic,  so  full  of  hfe,  so  ready  for 
all  emergencies,  so  clever  at  devices,  so  able  to 
manage  not  only  for  himself  but  for  his  friends, 
he  was,  as  it  were,  paralyzed  and  unmanned.  He 
sat  from  morning  to  night  looking  at  the  empty 
fire-grate,  and  hardly  ventured  to  speak  of  the 
ordeal  that  he  had  to  undergo. 

His  lawyer  was  to  call  for  him  on  the  morning 
of  the  trial,  and  Mrs.  Woodward  was  to  be  at  the 
house  soon  after  he  had  left  it.  He  had  not  yet 
seen  her  since  the  inquiry  had  commenced,  and 
it  was  very  plain  that  he  did  not  wish  to  do  so. 
Mrs.  Woodward  was  to  be  there  and  to  remain 

till  his  fate  had  been  decided,  and  then .    Not 

a  word  had  yet  been  said  as  to  the  chance  of  his 
not  returning;  but  Mrs.  Woodward  was  aware 
that  he  would  probably  be  unable  to  do  so,  and 
felt,  that  if  such  should  be  the  case,  she  could 
not  leave  her  daughter  alone. 

And  so  Alaric  and  his  wife  sat  down  to  break- 
fast on  that  last  morning.  She  had  brought  their 
boy  do^vn,  but  as  she  perceived  that  the  cliild's 
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presence  did  not  please  his  father,  he  had  been 
sent  back  to  the  nursery,  and  they  were  alone. 
She  poured  out  his  tea  for  him,  put  bread  upon 
his  plate,  and  then  sat  down  close  beside  him, 
endeavouring  to  persuade  him  to  eat.  She  had 
never  yet  found  fault  with  him,  she  had  never 
even  ventured  to  give  him  counsel,  but  now 
she  longed  to  entreat  him  to  collect  himself  and 
take  a  man's  part  in  the  coming  trial.  He  sat 
in  the  seat  prepared  for  him,  but,  instead  of 
eating,  he  thrust  his  hands  after  his  accustomed 
manner  into  his  pockets  and  sat  glowering  at  the 
teacups. 

"  Come,  Alaric,  won't  you  eat  your  breakfast?" 
said  she. 

"No;  breakfast!  no — how  can  I  eat  now? 
how  can  you  think  that  I  could  eat  at  such  a  time 
as  this  ?     Do  you  take  yours  ;  never  mind  me." 

"  But,  dearest,  you  will  be  faint  if  you  do  not 
eat ;  think  what  you  have  to  go  through;  remem- 
ber, how  many  eyes  will  be  on  you  to-day." 

He  shuddered  violently  as  she  spoke,  and 
motioned  to  her  with  his  hand  not  to  go  on 
with  what  she  was  saying. 

"I  know,  I  know,"  said  she,  passionately; 
"  dearest,  dearest  love,  I  know  how  dreadful  it 
is ;  would  that  I  could  bear  it  for  you  1  would 
that  I  could !" 

He  turned  away  his  head,  for  a  tear  was  in  his 
eye.  It  was  the  first  that  had  come  to  his 
assistance  since  this  sorrow  had  come  upon  him. 
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''  Don't  turn  from  me,  dearest  Alaric ;  do  not 
turn  from  me  now  at  our  last  moments.  To  me 
at  least  you  are  tlie  same  noble  Alaric  that  you 
eA-er  were." 

*'  Noble!"  said  lie,  with  all  tlie  self-scorn  wliicli 
lie  so  truly  felt. 

"  To  me  you  are,  now  as  ever  ;  but,  Alaric,  I  do 
so  fear  that  you  will  want  strength,  physical 
strength,  you  know,  to  go  through  all  this.  I 
would  have  you  bear  yourself  like  a  man  before 
them  all." 

"  It  will  be  but  little  matter,"  said  he. 

"  It  will  be  matter.  It  will  be  matter  to  me. 
My  darling,  darling  husband,  rouse  yourself," 
and  she  knelt  before  his  knees  and  prayed  to  him ; 
"  for  my  sake  do  it,  eat  and  drink  that  you  may 
have  the  power  of  a  man  Avlien  all  the  world  is 
looking  at  you.  If  God  forgives  us  our  sins, 
surely,  we  should  so  carry  ourselves  that  men 
may  not  be  ashamed  to  do  so." 

He  did  not  answer  her,  but  he  turned  to  the 
table  and  broke  the  bread,  and  put  his  hps  to  the 
cup.  And  then  she  gave  him  food  as  she  would 
give  it  to  a  child,  and  he  with  a  child's  obedience 
ate  and  drank  what  was  put  before  him.  As  he 
did  so,  every  now  and  again  a  single  tear  forced 
itself  beneath  his  eyelid  and  trickled  down  his 
face,  and  in  some  degree  Gertrude  was  comforted. 

He  had  hardly  finished  his  enforced  breakfast 
when  the  cab  and  the  lawyer  came  to  the  door. 
The  learned  gentleman  had  the  good  taste  not  to 
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come  in,  and  so  tlie  servant  told  them  that  Mr. 
Gritemthruet  was  there. 

"  Say,  that  your  master  will  be  with  him  in  a 
minute,"  said  Grertrude,  quite  coolly;  and  then  the 
room  door  was  again  closed,  and  the  husband  and 
wife  had  now  to  say  adieu. 

Alaric  rose  from  his  chair  and  made  a  faint 
attempt  to  smile.  "Well,  Grertrude,"  said  he, 
"  it  has  come  at  last." 

She  rushed  into  his  embrace,  and  throwing  her 
arms  around  him,  buried  her  face  upon  his  breast. 
*'  Alaric,  Alaric,  my  husband ;  my  love,  my  best, 
my  own,  my  only  love." 

"I  cannot  say  much  now,  Grertrude,  but  I 
know  how  good  you  are  ;  you  will  come  and  see 
me,  if  they  vs^ill  let  you,  won't  you  ?" 

"  See  you  1"  said  she,  starting  back,  but  still 
holding  him  and  looking  up  earnestly  into  his 
face.  "See  you  !"  and  then  she  poured  out  her 
love  with  all  the  passion  of  a  Ruth :  "  '  Whither 
thou  goest,  I  wiU  go  ;  and  where  thou  lodgest,  I 
will  lodge ;  -  ^'  *  *  *  *  Where  thou  diest,  will 
I  die,  and  there  will  I  be  buried  :  the  Lord  do  so 
to  me,  and  more  also,  if  aught  but  death  part 
thee  and  me.'  See  you,  Alaric  !  oh,  it  cannot 
be  that  they  will  hinder  the  wife  from  being 
with  her  husband." 

"But,  Alaric,"  she  went  on,  "do  not  droop 
now,  love — will  you?" 

" I  cannot  brazen  it  out,"  said  he.  "I  know 
too  well  what  it  is  that  I  have  done." 
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"  No,  not  that,  Alaric  ;  I  would  not  have  that. 
But,  remember,  all  is  not  over,  whatever  they 
may  do.  Ah,  how  little  will  really  be  over, 
whatever  they  can  do.  You  have  repented,  have 
you  not,  Alaric?" 

"  I  think  so,  I  hope  so,"  said  Alaric,  with  his 
eyes  upon  the  ground. 

"  You  have  repented,  and  are  right  before  Grod ; 
do  not  fear  then  what  man  can  do  to  you.  I 
would  not  have  you  brazen,  Alaric ;  but  be 
manly,  be  collected,  be  your  own  self,  the  man 
that  I  have  loved,  the  man  that  I  do  now  love  so 
well,  better,  better  than  ever;"  and  she  threw 
herself  on  him  and  kissed  him  and  clung  to  him, 
and  stroked  his  hau'  and  put  her  hand  upon  his 
face,  and  then  holding  him  from  her,  looked  up 
to  him  as  though  he  were  a  hero  whom  she  all 
but  w^orshipped. 

"  Gertrude,  Grertrude — that  I  should  have 
brought  you  to  this  !" 

"Never  mind,"  said  she;  "we  will  vdn 
through  it  yet — we  will  yet  be  happy  together 
far,  far  away  from  here — remember  that — let 
that  support  you  through  all.  And  now,  Alaric, 
you  will  come  up  for  one  moment  and  kiss 
him  before  you  go." 

"  The  man  will  be  impatient." 

"Never  mind;  let  him  be  impatient — you 
shall  not  go  away  without  blessing  your  boy; 
— come  up,  Alaric." — And  she  took  him  by  the 
hand  and  led  him  like  a  child  into  the  nm'sery. 
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"  Where  is  lie,  nurse  ?  bring  liini  liere — Papa 
is  going  away — Alley,  boy,  give  papa  a  big  kiss/' 

Alaric,  for  tlie  first  time  for  the  fortnight,  took 
the  little  fellow  into  his  arms  and  kissed  him. 
*'  Grod  bless  you,  my  bairn,"  said  he,  "  and  grant 
that  all  this  may  never  be  visited  against  you, 
here  or  hereafter." 

"And  now  go,"  said  Gertrude,  as  they  de- 
scended the  stairs  together,  "  and  may  God  in 
his  mercy  watch  over  and  protect  you  and  give 
you  back  to  me.  And,  Alaric,  wherever  you  are 
I  will  be  close  to  you,  remember  that — I  will  be 
quite,  quite  close  to  you.  Now,  one  kiss — oh, 
dearest,  dearest  Alaric — there — there — and  now 
go."  And  so  he  went,  and  Gertrude  shutting 
herself  into  her  room  threw  herself  on  to  the 
bed,  and  wept  aloud. 

She  threw  herself  on  to  her  bed  and  there  her 
mother  found  her.  "  Oh,  mama — dear  mama, 
this  is  so  good  of  you,  so  very  good — I  am 
better  than  I  was,  mama ;  better  than  I  hoped 
to  be — but  oh,  mama,  for  his  sake,  would  that 
this  day  was  done." 


CHAPTEE  XI. 


MR.  CHAFFANBRASS. 


We  must  now  folloAv  Alaric  to  his  trial.  He 
was  of  course  much  too  soon  at  court.  All  people 
always  are,  who  are  brought  to  the  court  per- 
force, criminals  for  instance,  and  witnesses,  and 
other  such  like  unfortunate  wretches ;  whereas 
many  of  those  who  only  go  there  to  earn  their 
bread  are  very  often  as  much  too  late.  He  was 
to  be  tried  at  the  Old  Bailey.  As  I  have  never 
seen  the  place,  and  as  so  many  others  have  seen 
it,  I  will  not  attempt  to  describe  it.  Here  Mr. 
Gitemthruet  was  quite  at  home ;  he  hustled  and 
jostled,  elbowed  and  ordered,  as  though  he  were 
the  second  great  man  of  the  place,  and  the  client 
whom  he  was  to  defend  was  the  first.  In  this 
latter  opinion  he  was  certainly  right.  Alaric  was 
the  hero  of  the  day,  and  people  made  way  for 
him  as  though  he  had  won  a  victory  in  India, 
and  was  going  to  receive  the  freedom  of  the  city 
in  a  box.  As  he  passed  by,  a  gleam  of  light  fell 
on  him  from  a  window,  and  at  the  instant  three 
different  artists  had  him  photographed,  daguerre- 
otyped,  and  bedevilled ;  fom-  graphic  members  of 
the  public  press  took  down  the  details  of  his  hat, 
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whiskers,  coat,  trousers,  and  boots ;  and  tlie  sub- 
editor of  tlie  "Daily  Delight"  observed,  that 
"  there  was  a  slight  tremor  in  the  first  footstep 
which  he  took  within  the  precincts  of  the  prison, 
but  in  every  other  respect  his  demeanour  was 
dignified  and  his  presence  manly ;  he  had  light 
brown  gloves,  one  of  which  was  on  his  left  hand, 
but  the  other  was  allowed  to  swing  from  his  fin- 
gers. The  court  was  extremely  crowded,  and 
some  fair  ladies  appeared  there  to  grace  its  cus- 
tomarily ungracious  walls.  On  the  bench  we 
observed  Lord  Killtime,  Sir  Gregory  Hardlines, 
and  Mr.  Whip  Vigil.  Mr.  Undecimus  Scott,  who 
has  been  summoned  as  a  witness  by  the  prisoner, 
was  also  accommodated  by  the  sherifis  with  a  seat." 
Such  was  the  opening  paragraph  of  the  seven 
columns  which  were  devoted  by  the  "  Daily 
Delight "  to  the  all-absorbing  subject. 

But  Mr.  Gritemthruet  made  his  way  through 
artists,  reporters,  and  the  agitated  crowd  with 
that  happy  air  of  command  which  can  so  easily 
be  assumed  by  men  at  a  moment's  notice,  when 
they  feel  themselves  to  be  for  that  moment  of 
importance.  "  Come  this  way,  Mr.  Tudor ;  fol- 
low me  and  we  will  get  on  without  any  trouble ; 
just  follow  me  close,"  said  Mr.  Gitemthruet  to 
his  client,  in  a  whisper  which  was  audible  to  not 
a  few.  Tudor,  who  was  assaying,  and  not  alto- 
gether unsuccessfully,  to  bear  the  public  gaze  un- 
dismayed, did  as  he  was  bid,  and  followed  Mr. 
G-itemthruet. 
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"Now,"  said  the  attorney,  "we'U  sit  here — 
Mr.  Chaffanbrass  will  be  close  to  us,  there,  so 
that  I  can  touch  him  up  as  we  go  along;  of 
course,  you  know,  you  can  make  any  suggestion, 
only  you  must  do  it  through  me.  Here's  his 
Lordship ;  uncommon  well  he  looks,  don't  he ; 
you'd  hardly  believe  him  to  be  seventy- seven, 
but  he's  not  a  day  less,  if  he  isn't  any  more ; 
and  he  has  as  much  work  in  him  yet  as  you  or  I, 
pretty  nearly.  If  you  want  to  insure  a  man's 
life,  Mr.  Tudor,  put  him  on  the  bench ;  then  he'll 
never  die.  We  lawyers  are  not  like  bishops, 
who  are  always  for  giving  up,  a.nd  going  out  on 
a  pension." 

But  Alaric  was  not  at  the  moment  inclined  to 
meditate  much  on  the  long  years  of  judges.  He 
was  thinking,  or  perhaps  trpng  to  think,  whether 
it  would  not  be  better  for  him  to  save  this  crowd 
that  was  now  gathered  together  all  further  trouble, 
and  plead  guilty  at  once.  He  knew  he  was 
guilty,  he  could  not  understand  that  it  was  pos- 
sible that  any  juryman  should  have  a  doubt  about 
it ;  he  had  taken  the  money  that  did  not  belong 
to  him ;  that  would  be  made  quite  clear ;  he  had 
taken  it,  and  had  not  repaid  it ;  there  was  the 
absolute  corpus  delicti  in  court,  in  Wiq  shape  of 
a  deficiency  of  some  thousands  of  pounds.  AVliat 
possible  doubt  would  there  be  in  the  breast  of  any 
one  as  to  his  guilt  ?  Wliy  should  he  vex  his  own 
soul  by  making  himself  for  a  livelong  day  a 
gazing- stock  for  the  multitude  ?     Why  should 
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lie  trouble  all  those  wigged  counsellors,  when  one 
word  from  him  would  set  it  all  at  rest  ? 

"  Mr.  Gritemthruet,  I  think  I'll  plead  guilty," 
said  he. 

"  Plead  what !"  said  Mr.  Gitemthruet,  turning 
round  upon  his  client,  with  a  sharp  angry  look. 
It  was  the  first  time  that  his  attorney  had  shown 
any  sign  of  disgust,  displeasure,  or  even  disap- 
probation since  he  had  taken  Alaric's  matter  in 
hand."  Plead  what  !Ah,  you're  joking,  I  know ; 
upon  my  soul  you  gave  me  a  start." 

Alaric  endeavoured  to  explain  to  him  that  he 
was  not  joking,  nor  in  a  mood  to  joke ;  but  that 
he  really  thought  the  least  vexatious  course 
would  be  for  him  to  plead  guilty. 

"  Then  I  tell  you  it  would  be  the  most  vexa- 
tious proceeding  that  ever  I  heard  of  in  all  my 
practice.  But  you  are  in  my  hands,  Mr.  Tudor, 
and  you  can't  do  it.  You  have  done  me  the 
honour  to  come  to  me,  and  now  you  must  be 
ruled  by  me.  Plead  guilty!  Why,  with  such  a 
case  as  you  have  got,  you  would  disgrace  yourself 
for  ever  if  you  did  so.  Think  of  your  friends, 
Mr.  Tudor,  if  you  won't  think  of  me  or  of 
yourself." 

His  lawyer's  eloquence  converted  him,  and  he 
resolved  that  he  would  run  his  chance.  During 
this  time  all  manner  of  little  legal  preliminaries 
had  been  going  on ;  and  now  the  court  was  ready 
for  business ;  the  jury  were  in  their  box,  the 
court-keeper  cried  silence,  and  Mr.  Gitemthruet 


ME,.  CHAFE ANBRASS.  193 

was  busy  among  liis  papers  with  frantic  energ^^. 
But  notliing  was  yet  seen  of  the  great  Mr.  ChafF- 
anbrass. 

"  I  beheve  we  may  go  on  mth  the  trial  for 
breach  of  trust,"  said  the  judge.  ''I  do  not 
know  why  we  are  waiting." 

Then  up  and  spoke  Mr.  Younglad,  who  was 
Alaric's  junior  counsel  Mr.  Younglad  was  a 
promising  common-law  barrister,  now  commenc- 
ino^  his  career,  of  whom  his  friends  were  beo^in- 
ning  to  hope  that  he  might,  if  he  kept  his 
shoulders  well  to  the  collar,  at  some  distant 
period,  make  a  living  out  of  his  profession.  He 
was  between  forty  and  forty-five  years  of  age, 
and  had  already  overcome  the  natural  difiidence 
of  youth  in  addressing  a  learned  bench  and  a 
crowded  court. 

"My  lud,"  said  Younglad,  "my  learned  friend, 
Mr.  Chaffanbrass,  who  leads  for  the  prisoner,  is 
not  yet  in  court.  Perhaps,  my  lud,  on  behalf  of 
my  client  I  may  ask  for  a  few  moments'  delay." 

"  And  if  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  has  undertaken  to 
lead  for  the  prisoner,  why  is  he  not  in  com't  ?" 
said  the  jndge,  looking  as  though  he  had  uttered 
a  poser  which  must  altogether  settle  Mr.  Young- 
lad's  business. 

But  Mr.  Younglad  had  not  been  sitting  and 
walking,  and  listening,  let  alone  talking  occa^ 
sionally,  in  criminal  courts  for  the  last  twenty 
years,  to  be  settled  so  easily. 

"  My  lud,  if  yom'  ludship  w^ill  indulge  me  with 

VOL.    III.  K 
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five  minutes'  delay — we  mil  not  ask  more  tlian 
^Ye  minutes — ^your  ludsliip  knows,  no  one  better^ 
the  very  onerous  duties." 

"  When  I  was  at  the  bar  I  took  no  briefs  to 
which  I  could  not  attend,"  said  the  judge. 

"I  am  sure  you  did  not,  my  lud;  and  my 
learned  friend,  should  he  ever  sit  in  your  lud- 
ship's  seat,  will  be  able  to  say  as  much  for  him- 
self, when  at  some  future  time  he  may  be — ; 
but,  my  lud,  Mr.  ChafTanbrass  is  now  in  court.'^ 
And  as  he  spoke,  Mr.  Chaffanbrass,  carrying  in 
his  hand  a  huge  old  blue  bag,  which  as  he  en- 
tered he  took  from  his  clerk's  hands,  and  bearing 
on  the  top  of  his  head  a  wig  that  apparently  had 
not  received  an  ounce  of  powder  for  the  last  ten 
years,  made  his  way  in  among  the  barristers, 
caring  little  on  whose  toes  he  trod,  whose  papers 
he  upset,  or  whom  he  elbowed  on  his  road.  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass  was  the  cock  of  this  dunghill,  and 
weU  he  knew  how  to  make  his  crowing  heard 
there. 

"  And  now  pray  let  us  lose  no  more  time,"  said 
the  judge. 

"  My  lord,  if  time  has  been  lost  through  me,  I 
am  very  sorry ;  but  if  your  lordship's  horse  had 
fallen  down  in  the  street  as  mine  did  just  now " 

"  My  horse  never  falls  down  in  the  street,  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass." 

"  Some  beasts,  my  lord,  can  always  keep  their 
legs  under  them,  and  others  can't ;  and  men  are 
pretty  much  in  the  same  condition.     I  hope  the 
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former  may  be  tlie  case  witli  yonr  lorclsliip  and 
your  lordship's  cob  for  many  years."  The  jndge, 
knowing  of  old  that  nothing  could  prevent  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass  from  having  the  last  v/ord,  now  held 
his  peace,  and  the  trial  began. 

There  are  not  now  too  many  pages  left  to  us 
for  the  completion  of  our  tale ;  but,  nevertheless, 
we  must  say  a  few  words  about  Mr.  Chaffanbrass. 
He  was  one  of  an  order  of  barristers  by  no  means 
yet  extinct,  but  of  whom  it  may  be  said  that 
their  peculiarities  are  somewhat  less  often  seen 
than  they  were  when  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  was  in 
his  prime.  He  confined  his  practice  almost  en- 
tirely to  one  class  of  work,  the  defence  namely  of 
culprits  arraigned  for  heavy  crimes,  and  in  tliis 
he  was,  if  not  mirivalled,  at  least  unequalled. 
Rivals  he  had,  who,  thick  as  the  skins  of  such 
men  may  be  presumed  to  be,  not  unfrequently 
vmthed  beneath  the  lashes  which  his  tono-ue 
could  inflict.  To  such  a  perfection  had  he  carried 
his  skill  and  power  of  fence,  so  certain  was  he  in 
attack,  so  in\nilnerable  when  attacked,  that  few 
men  cared  to  come  within  the  reach  of  his  forensic 
flail.  To  the  old  stagers  v/ho  were  generally 
opposed  to  him,  the  gentlemen  who  conducted 
prosecutions  on  the  part  of  the  crown,  and  cus- 
tomarily spent  their  time  and  skill  in  trying  to 
haiig  those  marauders  on  the  public  safety  whom 
it  was  the  special  business  of  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  to 
preserve  unhung,  to  these  he  was,  if  not  ci\aL,  at 
least  forbearing ;  but  when  any  barrister,  who  v/as 
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comparatively  a  stranger  to  him,  ventured  to  op- 
pose him,  there  was  no  measure  to  his  impudent 
sarcasm  and  offensive  sneers. 

Those,  however,  who  most  dreaded  Mr.  ChafF- 
anbrass,  and  who  had  most  occasion  to  do  so, 
were  the  witnesses.  A  rival  lawyer  could  find  a 
protection  on  the  bench  when  his  powers  of  en- 
durance were  tried  too  far ;  but  a  witness  in  a 
court  of  law  has  no  protection.  He  comes  there 
unfeed,  without  hope  of  guerdon,  to  give  such 
assistance  to  the  state  in  repressing  crime  and 
assisting  justice  as  his  knowledge  in  this  par- 
ticular case  may  enable  him  to  afford ;  and  justice, 
in  order  to  ascertain  whether  his  testimony  be 
true,  finds  it  necessary  to  subject  him  to  torture. 
One  would  naturally  imagine  that  an  undisturbed 
thread  of  clear  evidence  would  be  best  obtained 
from  a  man  whose  position  was  made  easy  and 
whose  mind  was  not  harassed;  but  this  is  not 
the  fact ;  to  turn  a  witness  to  good  account  he 
must  be  badgered  this  way  and  that  till  he  is 
nearly  mad ;  he  must  be  made  a  laughing-stock 
for  the  court ;  his  very  truths  must  be  turned 
into  falsehoods,  so  that  he  may  be  falsely  shamed ; 
he  must  be  accused  of  all  manner  of  villany, 
threatened  with  all  manner  of  punishment ;  he 
must  be  made  to  feel  that  he  has  no  friend  near 
him,  that  the  world  is  all  against  him ;  he  must 
be  confounded  till  he  forget  his  right  hand  from 
his  left,  tiU  his  mind  be  turned  into  chaos,  and 
his  heart  into  water ;  and  then  let  him  give  his 
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evidence.  Wliat  will  fall  from  Lis  lips  wlien  in 
this  wretched  collapse  must  be  of  special  value ; 
for  the  best  talents  of  practised  forensic  heroes  are 
daily  nsed  to  bring  it  about,  and  no  member  of  the 
Humane  Society  interferes  to  protect  the  wretch. 
Some  sorts  of  torture  are  as  it  were  tacitly  allowed 
even  among  humane  people.  Eels  are  skinned 
a^ive,  and  witnesses  are  sacrificed,  and  no  one's 
blood  curdles  at  the  sight,  no  soft  heart  is  sick- 
ened by  the  cruelty. 

To  apply  the  thumbscrew,  the  boots,  and  the 
rack  to  the  victim  before  him  was  the  work  of 
Mr.  Chaffanbr ass's  life.  And  it  may  be  said  of 
him  that  the  labour  he  dehghted  in  physicked 
pain.  He  was  as  little  averse  to  this  toil  as  the 
cat  is  to  that  of  catcliing  mice.  And,  indeed,  he 
was  not  unlike  a  cat  in  his  method  of  proceeding ; 
for  he  would,  as  it  were,  hold  his  ]3rey  for  a  while 
between  his  paws,  and  pat  him  with  gentle  taps 
before  he  tore  him.  He  would  ask  a  few  civil 
little  questions  in  his  softest  voice,  glaring  out  of 
his  wicked  old  eye  as  he  did  so  at  those  around 
him,  and  then,  when  he  had  his  mouse  well  in 
hand,  out  would  come  his  envenomed  claw,  and 
the  wretched  animal  would  feel  the  fatal  wound 
in  his  tenderest  part. 

Mankind  in  general  takes  pleasure  in  cruelty, 
though  those  who  are  civilized  abstain  from  it  on 
principle.  On  the  whole  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  is 
popular  at  the  Old  Bailey.  Men  congregate  to 
hear  him  turn  a  v/itness  inside  out,  and  chuckle 
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witli  an  inward  pleasm^e  at  tlie  success  of  liis 
cruelty.  Tliis  Mr.  ChafFanbrass  knows,  and  like 
an  actor  who  is  kept  up  to  his  high  mark  by  the 
necessity  of  maintaining  his  character,  he  never 
allows  himself  to  grow  dull  over  his  work.  There- 
fore Mr.  Chaffanbrass  bullies  when  it  is  quite 
unnecessary  that  he  should  bully;  it  is  a  labour 
of  love ;  and  though  he  is  now  old,  and  stiff  in 
his  joints,  though  ease  would  be  dear  to  him, 
though  like  a  gladiator  satiated  with  blood,  he 
would  as  regards  himself  be  pleased  to  sheath  his 
sword,  yet  he  never  spares  himself.  He  never 
spares  himself,  and  he  never  spares  his  victim. 

As  a  lawyer  in  the  broad  and  high  sense  of 
the  word,  it  may  be  presumed  that  Mr.  Chaffan- 
brass knows  little  or  nothing.  He  has,  indeed, 
no  occasion  for  such  knowledge.  His  business  is 
to  perplex  a  v/itness  and  bamboozle  a  jury,  and 
in  doing  that  he  is  generally  successful.  He 
seldom  cares  for  carrying  the  judge  with  him  ; 
such  tactics,  indeed,  as  his,  are  not  likely  to  tell 
upon  a  judge.  That  which  he  loves  is,  that  a 
judge  should  charge  against  him,  and  a  jury  give 
a  verdict  in  his  favour.  When  he  achieves  that, 
he  feels  that  he  has  earned  his  money.  Let 
others,  the  younglads  and  spooneys  of  his  profes- 
sion, undertake  the  milk-and- waiter  work  of  de- 
fending injured  innocence ;  it  is  all  but  an  insult 
to  his  practised  ingenuity  to  in^dte  his  assistance 
to  such  tasteless  business.  Give  him  a  case  in 
which  he  has  all  the  world  against  him ;  Justice 
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witli  her  sword  raised  liigli  to  strike ;  Truth  with 
open  mouth  and  speaking  eyes  to  tell  the  hloody 
tale ;  outraged  humanity  shrieking  for  punish- 
ment; a  case  from  which  Mercy  herself,  with 
averted  eyes,  has  loathing  turned  and  bade  her 
sterner  sister  do  her  work ;  give  him  such  a  case 
as  this,  and  then  you  will  see  Mr.  Chaffanbrass 
in  his  glory.  Let  him,  by  the  use  of  his  liigh 
art,  rescue  from  the  gallows  and  turn  loose  upon 
the  world  the  wretch  v/hose  hands  are  reeking 
with  the  blood  of  father,  mother,  wife,  and  bro- 
ther, and  you  may  see  Mr.  Chaffanbrass,  elated 
with  conscious  worth,  rub  his  happy  hands  with 
infinite  complacency.  Then  will  his  ambition 
be  satisfied,  and  he  will  feel  that  in  the  verdict  of 
the  jury  he  has  received  the  honour  due  to  his 
genius.  He  will  have  succeeded  in  turning  black 
into  white,  in  washing  the  blackamore,  in  dress- 
ing in  the  fair  robe  of  innocence  the  foulest, 
filthiest  wretch  of  his  day ;  and  as  he  returns  to 
his  home,  he  will  be  proudly  conscious  that  he  is 
no  little  man. 

In  person,  however,  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  is  a  Httle 
man,  and  a  very  dirty  little  man.  He  has  all 
manner  of  nasty  tricks  about  him,  which  make 
him  a  disagreeable  neighbour  to  barristers  sitting 
near  to  him.  He  is  profuse  with  snufi*,  and  very 
generous  with  his  handkerchief.  He  is  always  at 
work  upon  his  teeth,  which  do  not  do  much 
credit  to  his  industry.  His  wig  is  never  at  ease 
upon  his  head,  but  is  poked  about  by  him,  some- 
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times  over  one  ear,  sometimes  over  tlie  other, 
now  on  tlie  back  of  liis  head,  and  tlien  on  his 
nose ;  and  it  is  impossible  to  say  in  which  guise 
he  looks  most  cruel,  most  sharp,  and  most  in- 
tolerable. His  linen  is  never  clean,  his  hands 
never  washed,  and  his  clothes  apparently  never 
new.  He  is  about  five  feet  six  in  height,  and  even 
with  that  stoops  greatly.  His  custom  is  to  lean 
forward,  resting  with  both  hands  on  the  sort  of 
desk  before  him,  and  then  to  fix  his  small  brown 
basilisk  eye  on  the  victim  in  the  box  before  him. 
In  this  position  he  will  remain  unmoved  by  the 
hour  together,  unless  the  elevation  and  fall  of  his 
thick  eyebrows  and  the  partial  closing  of  his 
wicked  eyes  can  be  called  motion.  But  his 
tongue  ! — that  moves  ;  there  is  the  weapon  which 
he  knows  how  to  use  !  There  is  no  power  like 
the  gift  of  the  gab,  said  Greorge  Stephenson. 
There  is  certainly  no  curse  so  powerful  when  it 
is  used  after  the  fashion  of  Mr.  Chaffanbrass. 

Such  is  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  in  public  life ;  and 
those  who  only  know  him  in  public  life  can 
hardly  believe  that  at  home  is  he  one  of  the  most 
easy,  good-tempered,  amiable  old  gentlemen  that 
ever  was  pooh-poohed  by  his  grown-up  daughters, 
and  occasionally  told  to  keep  himself  quiet  in  a 
corner.  Such,  however,  is  his  private  character. 
Not  that  he  is  a  fool  in  his  own  house;  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass  can  never  be  a  fool ;  but  he  is  so 
essentially  good-natured,  so  devoid  of  any  feeling 
of  domestic  tjTanny,  so  placid  in  his  domesticities, 
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that  lie  cliooses  to  be  ruled  by  his  own  children. 
But  in  his  own  way  he  is  fond  of  hospitality ;  he 
delights  in  a  cosy  glass  of  old  port  with  an  old 
friend  in  whose  company  he  may  be  allowed  to 
sit  in  his  old  coat  and  old  slippers.  He  delights 
also  in  his  books,  in  his  daughter's  music,  and  in 
three  or  four  live  pets,  dogs,  and  birds,  and 
squirrels,  whom  morning  and  night  he  feeds  with 
his  own  hands.  He  is  charitable,  too,  and  sub- 
scribes largely  to  hospitals  founded  for  the  relief 
of  the  suffering  poor. 

Such  was  Mr.  Chaffanbrass,  who  had  been 
selected  by  the  astute  Mr.  Gritemthruet  to  act  as 
leading  counsel  on  behalf  of  Alaric.  If  any 
human  wisdom  could  effect  the  escape  of  a  client 
in  such  jeopardy,  the  wisdom  of  Mr.  Chaffan- 
brass would  be  likely  to  do  it ;  but,  in  truth,  the 
evidence  w^as  so  strong  against  him  that  even 
this  Newgate  hero  almost  feared  the  result. 

I  wall  not  try  the  patience  of  any  one  by  stating 
in  detail  all  the  circumstances  of  the  trial.  In 
doing  so,  I  should  only  copy,  or,  at  any  rate, 
might  copy,  the  proceedings  at  some  of  those 
modern  causes  celebres  with  wdiich  all  those  who 
love  such  subjects  are  familiar.  And  wdiy  should 
I  force  such  matters  on  those  who  do  not  love 
them  ?  The  usual  opening  speech  was  made  by 
the  chief  man  on  the  prosecuting  side,  w^ho,  in 
the  usual  manner,  declared  "  that  his  only  object 
was  justice ;  that  his  heart  bled  within  him  to 
see  a  man  of  such  acknowledged  public  utility 
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as  Mr.  Tudor  in  such  a  position ;  tliat  he  sincerely 
hoped  that  the  jnry  might  find  it  possible  to 

acquit  him,  but  that ''     And  then   he  went 

into  his  "  but"  with  so  much  venom  that  it  was 
clearly  discernible  to  all,  that  in  spite  of  his  pro- 
testations, his  heart  was  set  upon  a  conviction. 

Wlien  he  had  finished,  the  witnesses  for  the 
prosecution  were  called, — ^the  poor  wretches  whose 
fate  it  was  to  be  impaled  ahve  that  day  by  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass.  They  gave  their  evidence,  and  in 
due  course  were  impaled.  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  had 
never  been  greater.  The  day  was  hot,  and  he 
thrust  his  wig  back  till  it  stuck  rather  on  the  top 
of  his  coat  collar  than  on  his  head  ;  his  forehead 
seemed  to  come  out  like  the  head  of  a  do^-  from 
his  kennel,  and  he  grinned  with  his  black  teeth, 
and  his  savage  eyes  twinkled,  till  the  witnesses 
sank  almost  out  cf  sight  as  they  gazed  at  him. 

And  yet  they  had  very  little  to  prove,  and  no- 
thing that  he  could  disprove.  They  had  to  speak 
merely  to  certain  banking  transactions,  to  say 
that  certain  moneys  had  been  so  paid  in  and  so 
drawn  out,  in  stating  which  they  had  their  office 
books  to  depend  on.  But  not  the  less  on  this 
account  were  they  made  victims.  To  one  clerk 
it  was  suggested  that  he  might  now  and  then, 
once  in  three  months  or  so,  make  an  error  in  a 
figure;  and,  having  acknowledged  this,  he  was 
driven  about  till  he  admitted  that  it  was  very 
possible  that  every  entry  he  made  in  the  bank 
books  in  the  course  of  the  vear  Avas  false.     "And 
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yon,  such  as  you,"  said  Mr.  Cliaffanbrass,  "do 
you  dare  to  come  forward  to  give  evidence  on 
commercial  affairs  ?  Gro  down,  sir,  and  liide  your 
ignominy  ? "  The  wretch,  convinced  that  he 
was  ruined  for  ever,  shink  out  of  court,  and  was 
ashamed  to  show  himself  at  liis  place  of  business 
for  the  next  three  days. 

There  were  ten  or  twelve  witnesses,  all  much 
of  the  same  sort,  who  proved  among  them  that 
tliis  sum  of  twenty  thousand  pounds  had  been 
placed  at  Alaric's  disposal,  and  that  now,  alas ! 
the  twenty  thousand  pounds  were  not  forth- 
coming. It  seemed  to  be  a  very  simple  case; 
and,  to  Alaric's  own  understanding,  it  seemed 
impossible  that  his  counsel  should  do  any- 
thing for  him.  But  as  each  impaled  victim 
shrunk  with  agonized  terror  from  the  torture,  Mr. 
Gitemthruet  would  turn  round  to  Alaric  and  assure 
him  that  they  were  going  on  well,  quite  as  well 
as  he  had  expected.  *Mr.  Chaffanbrass  was  really 
exerting  himself ;  and  when  Mr.  Chaffanbrass 
did  really,  exert  himself  he  rarely  failed. 

And  so  the  long  day  faded  itself  away  in  the 
hot  sweltering  court,  and  his  lordship,  at  about 
seven  o'clock,  declared  his  intention  of  adjourning. 
Of  course  a  cause  celebre  such  as  this  was  not 
going  to  decide  itself  in  one  day.  Alaric's  guilt 
was  clear  as  daylight  to  all  concerned;  but  a 
man  who  had  risen  to  be  a  Civil  Ser\dce  Com- 
missioner, and  to  be  entrusted  with  the  guardian- 
ship of  twenty  thousand  pounds,  was  not  to  be 


204  THE    THREE    CLERKS. 

treated  like  a  butcher  who  liad  merely  smothered 
Ills  wife  in  an  ordinary  way,  or  a  housebreaker 
who  had  followed  his  professional  career  to  its 
natural  end ;  more  than  that  was  due  to  the  rank 
and  station  of  the  man,  and  to  the  very  respect- 
able retaining  fee  with  which  Mr.  Gitemthruet 
had  found  himself  enabled  to  secure  the  venom 
of  Mr.  Chaffanbrass.  So  the  jury  retired  to  regale 
themselves  en  masse  at  a  neighbouring  coffee- 
house ;  Alaric  was  again  permitted  to  be  at  large 
on  bail  (the  amiable  policeman  in  mufti  still  at- 
tending him  at  a  distance) ;  and  Mr.  Chaffanbrass 
and  his  lordship  retired  to  prepare  themselves  by 
rest  for  the  morrow's  labours. 

But  what  was  Alaric  to  do  ?  He  soon  found 
himself  under  the  guardianship  of  the  constant 
Gritemthruet  in  a  neighbouring  tavern,  and  his 
cousin  Charley  was  with  him.  Charley  had  been 
in  court  the  whole  day,  except  that  he  had  twice 
posted  down  to  the  West '  End  in  a  cab  to  let 
Gertrude  and  Mrs.  Woodward  know  how  things 
were  going  on.  He  had  posted  down  and  posted 
back  again,  and,  crowded  as  the  court  had  been, 
he  had  contrived  to  make  his  way  in,  using  that 
air  of  authority  to  which  the  strongest-minded 
policeman  will  always  bow ;  till  at  last  the  very 
policeman  assisted  him,  as  though  he  were  in 
some  way  connected  with  the  trial. 

On  his  last  visit  at  Gertrude's  house  he  had 
told  her  that  it  was  very  improbable  that  the 
trial  should  be  finished  that  day.     She  had  then 
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said  nothinsT  as  to  iWaric's  return  to  his  own 
house ;  it  had  indeed  not  occurred  to  her  that  he 
would  be  at  liberty  to  do  so;  Charley  at  once 
caught  at  this,  and  strongly  recommended  his 
cousin  to  remain  where  he  was.  "You  will  gain 
nothing  by  going  home/'  said  he ;  "  Gertrude 
does  not  expect  you ;  Mrs.  Woodward  is  there ; 
and  it  will  be  better  for  all  parties  that  you  should 
remain."  Mr.  Gitemthruet  strongly  backed  his 
advice,  and  Alaric,  so  counselled,  resolved  to  re- 
main where  he  was.  Charley  promised  to  stay 
with  him,  and  the  policeman  in  mufti,  w^ithout 
making  any  promise  at  all,  silently  acquiesced  in 
the  arrangement.  Charley  made  one  more  visit 
to  the  West,  saw  Norman  at  his  lodgings,  and 
Mrs.  Woodward  and  Gertrude  in  Albany  Place, 
and  then  returned  to  make  a  night  of  it  with 
Alaric.  We  need  hardly  say  that  Charley  made 
a  night  of  it  in  a  very  different  manner  from  that 
to  which  he  and  his  brother  navvies  vv^ere  so  well 
accustomed. 
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The  next  morning,  at  ten  o'clock,  tlie  court  was 
again  crowded.  The  jndge  was  again  on  his 
bench,  prepared  for  patient  endurance ;  and  Lord 
KiUtime  and  Sir  G-regory  Hardlines  were  along- 
side of  him.  The  jury  were  again  in  their  box, 
ready  with  pen  and  paper  to  give  their  brightest 
attention,  a  brightness  which  ^vill  be  dim  enough 
before  the  long  day  be  over ;  the  counsel  for  the 
prosecution  were  rummaging  among  their  papers ; 
the  vdtnesses  for  the  defence  were  sitting  there 
among  the  attorneys,  with  the  exception  of  the 
Honourable  Undecimus  Scott,  who  was  accom- 
modated with  a  seat  near  the  sheriff,  and  whose 
heart,  to  tell  the  truth,  was  sinking  somewhat 
low  within  his  breast  in  spite  of  the  glass  of 
brandy  with  which  he  had  fortified  himself ; 
Alaric  was  again  present  under  the  ^\T.ngs  of  Mr. 
Gitemthruet;  and  the  great  Mr.  Chaffanbrass 
was  in  his  place.  He  was  leaning  over  a  shp  of 
paper  wliich  he  held  in  his  hand,  and  with  com- 
pressed ]ips  was  meditating  his  attack  upon  his 
enemies  ;  on  this  occasion  his  wig  was  well  over 
his  eyes,  and  as  he  peered  up  from  under  it  to 
the  judge's  face,  he  cocked  his  nose  with  an  air 
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of  supercilious  contempt  for  all  tliose  wlio  were 
immediately  around  liim. 

It  was  for  him  to  begin  the  day's  spoit  by 
making  a  speech,  not  so  much  in  defence  of  his 
client  as  in  accusation  of  the  prosecutors. — "  It 
had  never/'  he  said,  "  been  his  fate,  he  might  say 
his  misfortune,  to  hear  a  case  against  a  man  in  a 
respectable  position,  opened  by  the  Crown  with 
such  an  amount  of  envenomed  "vdrulence." — He 
was  then  reminded  that  the  prosecution  was  not 
carried  on  by  the  Crowm. — ''  Then,"  said  he,  "we 
may  attribute  this  virulence  to  private  mahce ; 
that  it  is  not  to  be  attributed  to  any  fear  that 
this  English  bride  should  lose  her  fortune,  or 
that  her  French  husband  should  be  deprived  of 
any  portion^  of  his  spoil,  I  shall  be  able  to  prove 
to  a  certainty.  Did  I  allow  myself  that  audacity 
of  denunciation  which  my  learned  friend  has  not 
considered  incompatible  vdth  the  dignity  of  his 
new  silk  gown ;  could  I  permit  myself  such  lati- 
tude of  invective  as  he  has  adopted" — a  shglit 
laugh  was  here  heard  in  the  court,  and  an  invo- 
luntary smile  played  across  the  judge's  face — 
"  Yes,"  continued  Mr.  Chaffanbrass,  "  I  boldly 
aver  that  I  have  never  forgotten  myself  and  what 
is  due  to  humanity,  as  my  learned  friend  did  in 
his  address  to  the  jury.  G-entlemen  of  the  jury, 
you  will  not  confound  the  natural  indignation 
which  counsel  must  feel  wlien  defending  inno- 
cence from  the  false  attacks,  with  the  uncalled 
for,  the  unprofessional  acerbity  which  has  now 
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been  used  in  promoting  sncli  an  accusation  as 
this.     I  may  at  times  be  angry,  wben  I  see  mean 
falsehood  before  me  in  vain  assuming  tbe  garb  of 
trutli — for  with  such  juries  as  I  meet  here  it  ge- 
nerally is  in  vain — I  may  at  tim^es  forget  mj^self 
in  anger;  but,  if  we  talk  of  venom,  virulence,  and 
eager  hostility,  I  yield  the  palm,  without  a  con- 
test, to  my  learned  friend  in  the  new  silk  gown." 
He  then  went  on  to  dispose  of  the  witnesses 
whom  they  had  heard  on  the  previous  day,  and 
expressed  a  regret   that  an  expose  should  have 
been    made    so    disgraceful    to    the    commercial 
establishments  of  this  great  commercial  city.     It 
only  showed  what  was  the  effect  on  such  esta- 
blishments of  that  undue  parsimony  v\rhich  was 
now  one  of  the  crying  evils  of  the  times.    Having 
thus  shortly  disposed  of  them,  he  came  to  what 
all  men  knew  was  the  real  interest  of  the  day's 
doings.     "  But,"  said  he,  "  the  evidence  in  this 
case,  to  which  your  attention  will  be  chiefly  di- 
rected, v/ill  be,   not  that  for  the  accusation  but 
that  for  the  defence.     It  wiU  be  mxy  business  to 
show  to  you,  not  only  that  my  chent  is  guiltless, 
but  to  what  temptations  to  be  guilty  he  has  been 
purposely  and  wickedly  subjected.     I  shall  put 
into  that  chair  an  honourable  member  of  the 
House  of  Commons,  who  will  make  some  revela- 
tions as  to  his  own  life,  who  will  give  us  an  in- 
sight into  the  ways  and  means  of  a  legislator, 
which  will  probably  surprise  us  all,  not  excluding 
his  lordship  on  the  bench.     He  will  be  able  to 
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explain  to  us — and  I  trust  I  may  be  able  to  in- 
duce liim  to  do  so,  for  it  is  possible  that  he  may- 
be a  little  coy — he  will  be  able  to  explain  to  us 
why  my  client,  who  is  in  no  way  connected  either 
with  the  Scotts,  or  the  Grolightlys,  or  the  Figgs, 
or  the  Jaquetanapes,  why  he  was  made  the  lady's 
trustee ;  and  he  will  also,  perhaps,  tell  us,  after 
some  slight  gentle  persuasion,  whether  he  has 
himself  handled,  or  attempted  to  handle,  any 
of  this  lady's  money." 

Mr.  ChafFanbrass  then  went  on  to  state  that, 
as  the  forms  of  the  court  would  not  give  him  the 
power  of  addressing  the  jury  again,  he  mast  now 
explain  to  them  what  he  conceived  to  be  the  facts 
of  the  case.  He  then  admitted  that  his  client, 
m  liis  anxiety  to  do  the  best  he  cor  Id  with  the 
fortune  entrusted  to  him,  had  invested  it  badly. 
The  present  fate  of  these  unfortunate  bridge 
shares,  as  to  which  the  commercial  world  had 
lately  held  so  many  different  opinions,  proved 
that ;  but  it  had  nevertheless  been  a  hondjide  in- 
vestment, made  in  conjunction  with,  and  by  the 
ad^  ice  of,  Mr.  Scott,  the  lady's  uncle,  who  thus, 
for  his  own  purposes,  got  possession  of  money 
which  was  in  trath  confided  to  him  for  other 
purposes.  His  client,  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  acknow- 
ledged, had  behaved  w  ith  great  indiscretion  ; 
but  the  moment  he  found  that  the  investment 
would  be  an  injurious  one  to  the  lady  whose 
welfare  was  in  his  hands,  he  at  once  resolved  to 
make  good  the  whole  amount  from  his  own  pocket. 
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That  lie  had  done  so,  or,  at  any  rate,  would 
have  done  so,  but  for  tliis  trial,  would  be  proved 
to  them.  Nobler  conduct  than  this  it  was  im- 
possible to  imagine,  l^hereas,  the  lady's  uncle, 
the  honourable  member  of  Parliament,  the  sren- 
tleman  who  had  made  a  stalking  horse  of  his, 
Mr.  Chaffanbrass'  client,  refused  to  refund  a 
penny  of  the  spoil,  and  was  nov/  the  instigator 
of  this  most  unjust  proceeding. 

As  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  thus  finished  his  oration, 
Undy  Scott  tried  to  smile  complacently  on  those 
around  him.  But  why  did  the  big  drops  of 
sweat  stand  on  his  brow  as  his  eye  involuntarily 
caught  those  of  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  ?  Why  did  he 
shuffle  his  feet,  and  uneasily  move  his  hands  and 
feet  hither  and  thither,  as  a  man  does  when  he 
tries  in  vain  to  be  unconcerned  ?  'Why  did  he 
pull  his  gloves  on  and  off,  and  throve  himself 
back  v/ith  that  affected  a^r  which  is  so  unusual 
to  him  ?  All  the  court  was  looking  at  him,  and 
every  one  knew  that  he  was  wretched.  Yv^retched  I 
ay  indeed  he  was  ;  for  the  assurance  even  of  an 
Undy  Scott,  the  hardened  man  of  the  clubs,  the 
thrice  elected  and  tvv^ice  rejected  of  Tillietudlem, 
fell  prostrate  before  the  well  known  hot  pincers 
of  Chaffanbrass,  the  torturer  ! 

The  first  vvdtness  called  was  Henry  Norman. 
Alaric  looked  up  for  a  moment  with  surprise, 
and  then  averted  his  eyes.  Mr.  Gitemthruet  had 
concealed  from  him  the  fact  that  ISTorman  was  to 
be  called.     He  merely  proved  this,  that  liaAdng 
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heard  from  Mrs.  Woodward,  who  was  the  pri- 
soner's mother-in-law,  and  would  soon  be  his 
o"svn  mother-in-law,  that  a  deficiency  had  been 
alleged  to  exist  in  the  fortune  of  Madame  Jaquet- 
anape,  he  had,  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Woodward, 
produced  what  he  believed  would  cover  this  defi- 
ciency, and  that  when  he  had  been  informed  that 
more  money  was  Vv^anting,  he  had  ofiered  to  give 
security  that  the  whole  should  be  paid  in  six 
months.  Of  course,  on  him  Mr.  ChafiJanbrass 
exercised  none  of  his  terrible  shill,  and  as  the 
lawyers  on  the  other  side  declined  to  cross-exa- 
mine him,  he  was  soon  able  to  leave  the  court. 
This  he  did  speedily,  for  he  had  no  desire  to  wit- 
ness Alaric's  misery. 

And  then  the  Honourable  Undecimus  Scott 
was  put  into  the  mtness-box.  It  was  suggested, 
on  his  behalf,  that  he  might  give  his  evidence 
from  the  seat  which  he  then  occupied,  but  this 
Mr.  Chafianbrass  would  by  no  means  allow.  His 
intercourse  with  Mr.  Scott,  he  said,  must  be  of  a 
nearer,  closer,  and  more  confidential  natui'e  than 
such  an  arrangement  as  that  would  admit.  A 
witness,  to  his  way  of  thinking,  was  never  an 
efiicient  mtness  till  he  had  his  arm  on  the  rail 
of  a  witness-box.  He  must  trouble  Mr.  Scott  to 
descend  from  the  grandeur  of  his  present  posi- 
tion ;  he  might  return  to  his  seat  after  he  had 
been  examined — if  he  then  should  have  a  mind 
to  do  so.  Our  friend  TJndy  found  that  he  had 
to  obey,  and  he  was  soon  confronted  with  Mr. 
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Cliaffanbrass  in  tlie  liumbler  manner  wliicli  tliat 
gentleman  tliought  so  desirable. 

"  Yon  are  a  member  of  the  Honse  of  Com- 
mons, I  believe,  Mr.  Scott,"  began  Mr.  Cliaffan- 
brass. 

TJndy  acknowledged  tlia^t  lie  was  so. 

"  And  you  are  tlie  son  of  a  peer,  I  believe?" 

"  A  Scotcli  peer,"  said  TJndy. 

"  Oil,  a  Scotcli  peer,"  said  Mr.  Cliaffanbrass, 
bringing  bis  wig  forward  over  bis  left  eye  in  a 
manner  tliat  was  almost  irresistible — "  a  Scotch 
peer — a  member  of  Parliament,  and  son  of  a 
Scotch  peer ;  and  you  have  been  a  member  of 
the  Grovernment,  I  believe,  Mr.  Scott?" 

TJndy  confessed  that  he  had  been  in  office  for 
a  short  time. 

"  A  member  of  Parliament,  a  son  of  a  peer, 
and  one  of  the  Grovernment  of  this  great  and  free 
country.  You  ought  to  be  a  proud  and  a  happy 
man  ;  you  are  a  man  of  fortune,  too,  I  believe, 
Mr.  Scott?" 

"That  is  a  matter  of  opinion,"  said  TJndy; 
"different  people  have  different  ideas.  I  don't 
know  what  you  call  fortune." 

"  Why,  I  call  20,000/.  a  fortune — this  sum  that 
the  lady  had  who  ma.rried  the  Frenchman.  Have 
you  20,000/.?" 

"  I  shall  not  answer  that  question." 

"Have  you  10,000/.?  You  surely  must  have 
as  much  as  that,  as  I  know  you  married  a  fortune 
yoiu'self — unless,  indeed,  a  false-hearted  trustee 
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lias  got  hold  of  your  money  also.     Come,  liave 
you  got  10,000/.  ?" 

"  I  sliall  not  answer  you." 

"  Have  you  got  any  income  at  all  ?  Now,  I 
demand  an  answer  to  that  on  your  oath,  sh\" 

"My  lord,  must  I  answer  such  questions?" 
said  Undy. 

"  Yes,  sir ;  you  must  answer  them,  and  many 
more  like  them,"  said  Mr.  Chaffanbrass.  "My 
lord,  it  is  essential  to  my  client  that  I  could 
prove  to  the  jury  whether  this  witness  is  or  is 
not  a  penniless  adventurer;  if  he  be  a  respect- 
able member  of  society,  he  can  have  no  objection 
to  let  me  know  whether  he  has  the  means  of 
nvmg. 

"Perhaps,  Mr.  Scott,"  said  the  judge,  "you 
will  not  object  to  state  whether  or  no  you  possess 
any  fixed  income." 

"  Have  you,  or  have  you  not,  got  an  income  on 
which  you  live?"  demanded  Mr.  Chaffanbrass. 

"  I  have  an  income,"  said  Undy,  not,  however, 
in  a  voice  that  betokened  much  self-confidence  in 
the  strength  of  his  ovvn  answer. 

"  You  have  an  income,  have  you  ?  And  now, 
Mr.  Scott,  will  you  tell  us  what  profession  you 
follow  at  this  moment  with  the  object  of  increas- 
ing your  income  ?  I  think  we  may  surmise,  by 
the  tone  of  your  voice,  that  your  income  is  not 
very  abundant." 

"  I  have  no  profession,"  said  Undy. 

.  "On  your  oath,  you  are  in  no  profession?" 
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3? 


"  Not  at  present 

"On  your  oatli,  you  are  not  a  stockjobber?" 

TJndy  .iiesitated  for  a  moment. 

"  By  the  \drtue  of  your  oath,  sir,  are  you  a 
stockjobber,  or  are  you  not  ?  " 

"  No,  I  am  not.     At  least,  I  believe  not." 

''You  believe  not !"  said  Mr.  Chaffanbrass — ^ 
and  it  v/ould  liave  been  necessary  to  bear  the 
tone  in  wliicli  tliis  was  said  to  understand  tlie 
derision  wliicli  was  implied.  "  You  believe  you 
are  not  a  stockjobber  !  Are  you,  or  are  you  not, 
constantly  buying  sliares  and  selling  shares — 
railway  shares — bridge  shares — mining  shares — 
and  such  like  ?  " 

"  I  sometimes  buy  sliares." 

"  And  sometimes  sell  them  ?" 

"  Yes — and  sometimes  sell  them." 

^Yliere  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  had  got  his  exact  in- 
formation, we  cannot  say;  but  very  exact  in- 
formation he  had  acquired  respecting  Undy's 
little  transactions.  He  questioned  him  about 
the  Mary  Janes  and  Old  Friendships,  about  the 
West  Corks  and  the  Ballydehob  Branch,  about 
sundry  other  railways  and  canals,  and  finally 
about  the  Limehouse  Bridge ;  and  then  again  he 
asked  his  former  question.  "  And  now,"  said  he, 
*'  will  you  tell  the  jury  whether  you  are  a  stock- 
jobber or  no  ?" 

"  It  is  all  a  matter  of  opinion,"  said  Undy. 
"  Perhaps  I  may  be,  in  your  sense  of  the  word." 

"  My  sense  of  the  word  ! "  said  Mr.  Chaffan- 
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brass.  "  You  are  as  mncli  a  stockjobber,  sir,  as 
tbat  man  is  a  policeman,  or  his  lordship  is  a 
judge.  And  now,  Mr.  Scott,  I  am  sorry  that  I 
must  go  back  to  your  private  affairs,  respecting 
which  you  are  so  unwilling  to  speak.  I  fear  I 
must  trouble  you  to  tell  me  this — How  did  you 
raise  the  money  with  which  you  bought  that 
latter  batch — the  large  lump  of  the  bridge 
shares — of  which  we  were  speaking  ?  " 

"  I  borrowed  it  from  Mr.  Tudor,"  said  Undy, 
who  had  prepared  himself  to  answer  this  ques- 
tion, glibly. 

"  You  borrowed  it  from  Mr.  Alaric  Tudor — 
that  is,  from  the  gentleman  now  upi5n  his  trial. 
You  borrowed  it,  I  believe,  just  at  the  time  tha.t 
he  became  the  lady's  trustee  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Undy ;  "  I  did  so." 

"  You  have  not  repaid  him  as  yet  ?  " 

"  'No — not  yet,"  said  Undy. 

"  I  thought  not.  Can  you  at  all  say  when 
Mr.  Tudor  may  probably  get  his  money  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  at  present  prepared  to  name  a  day. 
Wlien  the  money  vsras  lent,  it  was  not  intended 
that  it  should  be  repaid  at  an  early  day." 

"  Oh !  Mr.  Tudor  did  not  want  his  money  at 
an  early  day — didn't  he  ?  But,  nevertheless,  he 
has,  I  believe,  asked  for  it  since,  and  that  very 
pressingly  ?  " 

"  He  has  never  asked  for  it,"  said  Undy. 

"  AUow  me  to  remind  you,  Mr.  Scott,  that  I 


210  THE    THREE    CLERKS. 

have  tlie  power  of  putting  my  client  into  that 
mtness  box,  although  he  is  on  his  trial ;  and, 
having  so  reminded  you,  let  me  again  beg  you 
to  say  whether  he  has  not  asked  you  for  repay- 
ment of  this  large  sum  of  money  very  press- 
ingly." 

"  'No ;  he  has  never  done  so." 

"  By  the  value  of  your  oath,  sir — if  it  has  any 
value — did  not  my  client  beseech  you  to  allow 
these  shares  to  be  sold  while  they  were  yet  sale- 
able, in  order  that  your  niece's  trust  money  might 
be  replaced  in  the  English  funds  ?  " 

"  He  said  something  as  to  the  expediency  of 
selling  them,  and  I  differed  with  him." 

"  You  thought  it  v\rould  be  better  for  the 
lady's  interest  that  they  should  remain  unsold?" 

"  I  made  no  question  of  the  lady's  interest.  I 
was  not  her  trustee." 

"  But  the  shares  were  bought  with  the  lady's 
money." 

"  What  shares  ?  "  asked  Undy. 

"  What  shares,  sir  !  Those  shares  which  you 
had  professed  to  hold  on  the  lady's  behalf,  and 
which  afterwards  you  did  not  scruple  to  call  your 
own ;  those  shares  of  yours — since  you  have  the 
deliberate  dishonesty  so  to  call  them — those 
shares  of  yours ;  were  they  not  bought  with  the 
lady's  money  ?  " 

"  They  were  bought  with  the  money  which  I 
borrowed  from  Mr.  Tudor." 
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"  And  where  did  Mr.  Tudor  get  tliat  money  ?" 

*'Tliat  is  a  question  you  must  ask  himself," 
said  TJndy. 

"It  is  a  question,  sir,  that  just  at  present  I 
prefer  to  ask  you.  Now,  sir,  be  good  enough  to 
tell  the  jury  whence  Mr.  Tudor  got  that  money  ; 
or  tell  them,  if  you  dare  do  so,  that  you  do  not 
know." 

Undy  for  a  minute  remained  silent,  and  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass  remained  silent  also.  But  if  the 
fury  of  his  tongue  for  a  ymoment  was  at  rest,  that 
of  his  eyes  was  as  active  as  ever.  He  kept  his 
gaze  steadily  fixed  upon  the  witness,  and  stood 
there  with  compressed  lips,  still  resting  on  his 
two  hands,  as  though  he  were  quite  satisfied 
thus  to  Avatch  the  prey  that  was  in  his  power. 
For  an  instant  he  glanced  up  to  the  jury,  and 
then  allowed  his  eyes  to  resettle  on  the  face  of 
the  witness,  as  though  he  might  have  said, 
"  There,  gentlemen,  there  he  is — the  son  of  a 
peer,  a  member  of  Parliament;  what  do  you 
think  of  him  ?  " 

The  silence  of  that  minute  was  horrible  to 
TJndy,  and  yet  he  could  hardly  bring  himself  to 
break  it.  The  judge  looked  at  him  with  eyes 
wMch  seemed  to  read  his  inmost  soul ;  the  jury 
looked  at  him,  condemning  him  one  and  all; 
Alaric  looked  at  him  with  fierce,  glaring  eyes  of 
hatred,  the  same  eyes  that  had  glared  at  him 
that  night  when  he  had  been  collared  in  the 
street ;  the  whole  crowd  looked  at  him  derisively; 
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but  the  eyes  of  tliem  all  were  as  nothing  to  the 
eyes  of  Mr.  Chaffanbrass. 

"  I  never  saw  him  so  great ;  I  never  did,"  said 
Mr.  Gitemthrnet,  whispering  to  his  client;  and 
Alaric,  even  he  felt  some  consolation  in  the  ter- 
rible discomfiture  of  his  enemy. 

"  I  don't  know  where  he  got  it/'  said  Undy, 
at  last  breaking  the  terrible  silence,  and  wiping 
the  23erspiration  from  his  brow. 

"  Oh,  you  don't  ! "  said  Mr.  Chaffanbrass, 
knocking  his  wig  back, , and  coming  well  out  of 
his  kennel.  "  After  waiting  for  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  or  so,  you  are  able  to  tell  the  jury  at  last 
that  you  don't  know  anything  about  it.  He 
took  the  small  trifle  of  change  out  of  his  pocket, 
I  suppose  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  where  he  took  it  from." 

"  And  you  didn't  ask  ?  " 

"No." 

"  You  got  the  money ;  that  was  all  you  know. 
But  this  was  just  at  the  time  that  Mr.  Tudor 
became  the  lady's  trustee ;  I  think  you  have  ad- 
mitted that." 

"  It  may  have  been  about  the  time." 

"  Yes ;  it  may  have  been  about  the  time,  as 
you  justly  observe,  Mr.  Scott.  Luckily,  you 
know,  we  have  the  dates  of  the  two  transactions. 
But  it  never  occurred  to  your  innocent  mind 
that  the  money  which  you  got  into  your  hands 
was  a  part  of  the  lady's  fortune ;  that  never  oc- 
curred to  your  innocent  mind-— eh,  Mr.  Scott  ?  " 
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"  I  don't  know  that  my  mind  is  a  more  inno- 
cent mind  tlian  your  o"\vn/'  said  Undy. 

"  I  dare  say  not.  Well,  did  tlie  idea  ever  occur 
to  your  guilty  mind  ?  " 

"Perhaps  my  mind  is  not  more  guilty  than 
your  own,  either." 

"  Then  may  Grod  help  me,"  said  Mr.  Chaffan- 
brass,  "  for  I  must  be  at  a  bad  pass.  You  told 
us  just  now,  Mr.  Scott,  that  some  time  since  Mr. 
Tudor  advised  you  to  sell  these  shares — what 
made  him  give  you  this  advice  ?  " 

"  He  meant,  he  said,  to  sell  his  own." 

"  And  he  pressed  you  to  sell  yours  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  He  urged  you  to  do  so  more  than  once  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  I  believe  he  did." 

"  And  now,  Mr.  Scott,  can  jovl  explain  to  the 
jmy  why  he  was  so  solicitous  that  you  should 
dispose  of  your  property?" 

"  I  do  not  know  why  he  should  have  done  so, 
unless  he  wanted  back  his  own  money.' 

"  Then  he  did  ask  for  his  own  money  ? 

"  No ;  he  never  asked  for  it.  But  if  I  had 
sold  the  shares,  perhaps  he  might  have  asked 
for  it." 

"  Oh ! "  said  Mr.  ChafFanbrass  ;  and  as  he 
uttered  the  monosyllable,  he  looked  up  at  the 
jury,  and  gently  shook  his  head,  and  gently 
shook  his  hands.  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  was  famous 
for  these  little  silent  addresses  to  the  jury-box. 

But  not  even  yet  had  he  done  with  tliis  sus- 
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picious  loan.  We  cannot  follow  liim  tlirongli 
the  whole  of  his  examination ;  for  he  kept  our 
old  friend  under  the  harrow  for  no  less  than 
seven  hours.  Though  he  himself  made  no  fur- 
ther statement  to  the  jury,  he  made  it  perfectly 
plain,  by  TJndy's  own  extracted  admissions,  or 
by  the  hesitation  of  his  denials,  that  he  had 
knowingly  received  this  money  out  of  his  niece's 
fortune,  and  that  he  had  refused  to  sell  the 
shares  bought  with  this  money,  when  pressed  to 
do  so  by  Tudor,  in  order  that  the  trust-money 
might  be  again  made  up. 

There  were  those  who  blamed  Mr.  Chaffan- 
brass  for  thus  admitting  that  his  client  had 
made  away  with  his  ward's  money,  by  lending 
it  to  TJndy ;  but  that  acute  gentleman  saw 
clearly  that  he  could  not  contend  against  the 
fact  of  the  property  having  been  fraudulently 
used ;  but  he  saw  that  he  might  induce  the  jury 
to  attach  so  much  guilt  to  TJndy,  that  Tudor 
would,  as  it  were,  be  whitened  by  the  blackness 
of  the  other's  villany.  The  jndge,  he  well  knew, 
w^ould  blow  aside  ajl  this  froth;  but  then  the 
judge  could  not  find  the  verdict. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  day,  when  Undy  was 
thoroughly  worn  out — at  which  time,  however, 
Mr.  Chaffanbrass  was  as  brisk  as  ever,  for  no- 
thing ever  wore  him  out  when  he  was  pursuing 
his  game — when  the  interest  of  those  who  had 
been  sweltering  in  the  hot  court  all  the  day  was 
observed  to  flag,  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  began  twist- 
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ing  round  liis  finger  a  bit  of  paper,  of  wliich 
those  who  were  best  acquainted  with  his  manner 
knew  that  he  would  soon  make  use. 

"Mr.  Scott,"  said  he,  suddenly  dropping  the 
derisive  sarcasm  of  his  former  tone,  and  address- 
ing him  with  all  imaginable  courtesy,  "  could 
you  oblige  me  by  telling  me  whose  handwriting 
that  is  ? "  and  he  handed  to  him  the  scrap  of 
paper.  TJndy  took  it,  and  saw  that  the  writing 
was  his  own ;  his  eyes  were  somewhat  dim,  and 
he  can  hardly  be  said  to  have  read  it.  It  was  a 
very  short  memorandum,  and  it  ran  as  follows  : 
"  All  mil  yet  be  well,  if  those  shares  be  ready  to- 
morrow morning." 

"  Well,  Mr.  Scott,"  said  the  lawyer,  "  do  you 
recognise  the  handwriting?  " 

TJndy  looked  at  it,  and  endeavoured  to  examine 
it  closely,  but  he  could  not ;  his  eyes  swam,  and 
his  head  was  giddy,  and  he  felt  sick.  Could  he 
have  satisfied  himself  that  the  writing  was  not 
clearly  and  manifestly  his  own,  he  would  have 
denied  the  document  altogether;  but  he  feared 
to  do  this ;  the  handwriting  might  be  proved  to 
be  his  OAvn. 

"  It  is  something  like  my  own,"  said  he. 

''  Something  like  your  own,  is  it  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass,  as  though  he  were  much  sm'prised. 

"  Like  your  own ! — well,  will  you  have  the 
goodness  to  read  it  ?  " 

Undy  turned  it  in  his  hand  as  though  the 
proposed   task  were   singularly  disagreeable   to 
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him.  Why,  thought  he  to  himself,  should  he  be 
thus  browbeaten  by  a  dirty  old  Newgate  lawyer  ? 
Why  not  pluck  up  his  courage,  and,  at  any  rate, 
show  that  he  was  a  man ?  " No,"  said  he ;  "I 
will  not  read  it." 

"  Then  I  will.  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  have 
the  goodness  to  listen  to  me."  Of  course  there 
was  a  contest  then  between  him  and  the  lawyers 
on  the  other  side  whether  the  document  might 
or  might  not  be  read ;  but  equally  of  course  the 
contest  ended  in  the  judge's  decision  that  it 
should  be  read.  And  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  did  read 
it  in  a  voice  audible  to  all  men.  "  ^All  will  yet 
be  well,  if  those  shares  be  ready  to-morrow 
morning.'  We  may  take  it  as  admitted,  I 
suppose,  that  this  is  in  your  handwriting,  Mr. 
Scott  ?  " 

"  It  probably  may  be,  though  I  will  not  say 
that  it  is." 

"  Do  you  not  know,  sir,  with  positive  cer- 
tainty that  it  is  your  writing  ?" 

To  this  TJndy  made  no  direct  answer.  "  What 
is  your  opinion,  Mr.  Scott  ?"  said  the  judge ;  "  you 
can  probably  give  an  opinion  by  which  the  jury 
would  be  much  guided." 

"  I  think  it  is,  my  lord,"  said  Undy. 

"He  thinks  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Chaffanbrass, 
addressing  the  jury.  "Well,  for  once  I  agree 
with  you.  I  think  it  is  also — and  now  will 
you  have  the  goodness  to  explain  it.  To  whom 
was  it  addressed?" 
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"  I  cannot  say." 

"  When  was  it  written  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know." 

"  Wliat  does  it  mean  ?" 

"  I  cannot  remember." 

"  "Was  it  addressed  to  Mr.  Tudor  ?" 

"  I  should  think  not." 

"  Now,  Mr.  Scott,  have  the  goodness  to  look 
at  the  jury,  and  to  speak  a  little  louder.  You 
are  in  the  habit  of  addressing  a  larger  audience 
than  this,  and  cannot,  therefore,  be  shamefaced. 
You  mean  to  tell  the  jnry,  that  you  think  that 
that  note  was  not  intended  by  you  for  Mr. 
Tudor  ?" 

"  I  think  not,"  said  Undy. 

"  But  you  can't  say  who  it  was  intended  for  ?" 

"  No." 

"And  by  the  virtue  of  your  oath,  you  have 
told  us  "all  that  you  know  about  it."  Undy 
remained  silent,  but  Mr.  Chaifanbrass  did  not 
press  him  for  an  answer.  "  You  have  a  brother 
named  Valentine,  I  think."  Now  Captain  Yal 
had  been  summoned  also,  and  was  at  this  mo- 
ment in  court.  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  requested  that 
he  might  be  desired  to  leave  it,  and,  consequently, 
he  was  ordered  out  in  charge  of  a  policeman. 

"  And  now,  Mr.  Scott — was  that  note  written 
by  you  to  Mr.  Tudor,  mth  reference  to  certain 
shares,  which  you  proposed  that  Mr.  Tudor 
should  place  in  your  brother's  hands  ?  Now,  sir, 
I  ask  you,  as  a  member  of  Parhamenc,  as  a  mem- 
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ber  of  the  Government,  as  the  son  of  a  peer,  to 
give  a  true  answer  to  tliat  question."  And  then 
again  Undy  was  silent ;  and  again  Mr.  Chaffan- 
brass  leant  on  the  desk  and  glared  at  him.  "  And 
remember,  sir,  member  of  Parliament,  and  noble- 
man, as  you  are,  you  shall  be  indicted  for  perjury, 
if  you  are  gnilty  of  perjury." 

"  My  lord,"  said  Undy,  ^vrithing  in  torment, 
"  am  I  to  submit  to  this  ?" 

"Mr.  Chaffanbrass,"  said  the  judge,  "you 
should  not  threaten  your  witness.  Mr.  Scott — 
surely  you  can  answer  the  question." 

Mr.  Chaffanbrass  seemed  not  to  have  even 
heard  what  the  judge  said,  so  intently  were  his 
eyes  fixed  on  poor  Undy.  "  Well,  Mr.  Scott," 
he  said  at  last,  very  softly,  "is  it  convenient  for 
you  to  answer  me  ?"  Did  that  note  refer  to  a  cer- 
tain number  of  bridge  shares,  which  jow  required 
Mr.  Tudor  to  hand  over  to  the  step-father  of 
this  lady?" 

Undy  had  no  trust  in  his  brother.  He  felt 
all  but  sm-e  that,  under  the  fire  of  Mr.  Chaffan- 
brass, he  would  confess  everything.  It  would 
be  terrible  to  own  the  truth ;  but  it  would  be 
more  terrible  to  be  indicted  for  perjury.  So  he 
sat  silent. 

"  My  lord,  perhaps  you  will  ask  him,"  said 
Mr.  Chaffanbrass. 

"  Mr.  Scott ;  you  understand  the  question — 
why  do  you  not  answer  it  ?"  asked  the  judge. 
But  Undy  still  remained  silent. 
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"  You  may  go  now,"  said  Mr.  CliaiFanbrass. 
"  Your  eloquence  is  of  the  silent  sort ;  but, 
nevertheless,  it  is  very  impressive.  You  may 
go  now,  and  sit  on  that  bench  again,  if,  after 
what  has  passed,  the  sheriif  thinks  proper  to 
permit  it." 

Undy,  however,  did  not  try  that  officer's  com- 
plaisance. He  retired  from  the  witness  box, 
and  was  not  again  seen  during  the  trial  in  any 
conspicuous  place  in  the  court. 

It  was  then  past  seven  o'clock ;  but  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass  insisted  on  going  on  with  the 
examination  of  Captain  Yal.  It  did  not  last 
long.  Captain  Yal,  also,  was  in  that  disagreeable 
position,  that  he  did  not  know  what  Undy  had 
confessed,  and  what  denied.  So  he,  also,  refused 
to  answer  the  questions  of  Mr.  Chaffanbrass, 
saying  that  he  might  possibly  damage  himself 
should  he  do  so.  This  was  enough  for  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass,  and  then  his  work  was  done. 

At  eight  o'clock  the  court  again  adjourned ; 
again  Charley  posted  off — for  the  third  time  that 
day — to  let  Grertrude  know  that,  even  as  yet,  all 
was  not  over ;  and  again  he  and  Alaric  spent 
a  melancholy  evening  at  the  neighbouring 
tavern  ;  and  then  again,  on  the  third  morning, 
all  were  reassembled  at  the  Old  Bailey. 

Or  rather  they  were  not  all  reassembled.  But 
few  came  now  but  those  who  were  obliged  to 
come,  and  those  to  whom  the  expected  verdict 
was  matter  of  grave  import,  such  as  Sir  Grregory 
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Hardlines,  and  others  of  tlie  Civil  Service.  But 
the  crack  piece  of  the  trial,  that  portion  to 
which,  among  the  connoisseurs,  the  interest  was 
attached,  that  was  all  over.  Mr.  Chaffanbrass 
had  done  his  work.  Undy  Scott,  the  member 
of  Parhament,  had  been  gibbeted,  and  the  rest 
was,  in  comparison,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable. 
The  judge  and  jury,  however,  were  there,  so 
were  the  prosecuting  counsel,  so  were  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass  and  Mr.  Younglad,  and  so  was 
poor  Alaric.  The  work  of  the  day  was  com- 
menced by  the  judge's  charge,  and  then  Alaric, 
to  his  infinite  dismay,  found  how  all  the  sophis- 
try and  laboured  arguments  of  his  very  talented 
advocate  were  blown  to  the  winds,  and  shown 
to  be  worthless.  "  Gentlemen,"  said  the  judge 
to  the  jurors,  after  he  had  gone  through  all  the 
evidence,  and  told  them  what  was  admissible, 
and  what  was  not — "  Gentlemen,  I  must  espe- 
cially remind  you,  that  in  coming  to  a  verdict 
in  the  matter,  no  amount  of  guilt  on  the  part 
of  any  other  person  can  render  guiltless  him 
whom  you  are  now  trying ;  or  palliate  his  guilt, 
if  he  be  guilty.  An  endeavour  has  been  made 
to  afiix  a  deep  stigma  on  one  of  the  witnesses 
who  has  been  examined  before  you ;  and  to 
induce  you  to  feel,  rather  than  to  think,  that 
Mr.  Tudor  is,  at  any  rate,  comparatively  inno- 
cent ;  innocent  as  compared  with  that  gentleman. 
That  is  not  the  issue  which  you  are  called  on  to 
decide ;  not  whether  Mr.  Scott,  for  purposes  of  his 
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own,  led  Mr.  Tudor  on  to  guilt,  and  then  turned 
against  liim;  but  whether  Mr.  Tudor  himself 
has,  or  has  not,  been  guilty  under  this  act  of 
Parliament  that  has  been  explained  to  you. 

"  As  regards  the  evidence  of  Mr.  Scott,  I  am 
justified  in  telling  you,  that  if  the  prisoner's  guilt 
depended  in  any  way  on  that  evidence,  it  would 
be  your  duty  to  receive  it  with  the  most  extreme 
caution,  and  to  reject  it  altogether  if  not  corro- 
borated. That  evidence  was  not  trustworthy,  and 
in  a  great  measure  justified  the  treatment  which 
the  witness  encountered  from  the  learned  barris- 
ter who  examined  liim.  But  Mr.  Scott  was  a 
witness  for  the  defence,  not  for  the  prosecution. 
The  case  for  the  prosecution  in  no  way  hangs  on 
his  evidence. 

"  If  it  be  your  opinion  that  Mr.  Tudor  be 
guilty,  and  that  he  was  unwarily  enticed  into 
guilt  by  Mr.  Scott ;  that  the  whole  arrangement 
of  this  trust  was  brought  about  by  Mr.  Scott  or 
others,  to  enable  him  or  them,  to  make  a  cat's- 
paw  of  this  new  trustee,  and  thus  use  the  lady's 
money  for  their  own  purposes,  such  an  opinion 
on  your  part  may  justify  you  in  recommending 
the  prisoner  to  the  merciful  consideration  of  the 
bench;  but  it  cannot  justify  you  in  finding  a 
verdict  of  not  guilty." 

As  Alaric  heard  this,  and  much  more  to  the 
same  effect,  his  hopes,  which  certainly  had  been 
high  during  the  examination  of  ITndy  Scott,  again 
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sank  to  zero,  and  left  him  in  despair.  He  liad 
almost  begun  to  doubt  the  fact  of  his  own  guilt, 
so  wondrously  had  his  conduct  been  glossed  over 
by  Mr.  Chaffanbrass,  so  strikingly  had  any  good 
attempt  on  his  part  been  brought  to  the  light, 
so  black  had  "Scott  been  made  to  appear.  Ideas 
floated  across  his  brain  that  he  might  go  forth, 
not  only  free  of  the  law,  but  whitewashed  also 
in  men's  opinions,  that  he  might  again  sit  on  his 
throne  at  the  Civil  Service  Board,  again  cry  to 
himself  "  Excelsior,"  and  indulge  the  old  dreams 
of  his  ambition. 

But,  alas !  the  deliberate  and  well-poised 
wisdom  of  the  judge  seemed  to  shower  down 
cold  truth  upon  the  jury  from  his  very  eyes. 
His  words  were  low  in  their  tone,  though  very 
clear,  impassive,  delivered  without  gesticulation 
or  artifice,  such  as  that  so  powerfully  used  by  Mr. 
Chaffanbrass ;  but  Alaric  himself  felt  that  it  was 
impossible  to  doubt  the  truth  of  such  a  man ; 
impossible  to  suppose  that  any  juryman  should  do 
so.  Ah,  me  !  why  had  he  brought  himself  thus 
to  quail  beneath  the  gaze  of  an  old  man  seated 
on  a  bench?  with  what  object  had  he  forced 
himself  to  bend  his  once  proud  neck  ?  He  had 
been  before  in  courts  such  as  this,  and  had 
mocked  within  his  own  spirit  the  paraphernalia 
of  the  horse-hair  wigs,  the  judges'  faded  finery, 
and  the  red  cloth  ;  he  had  laughed  at  the  musty 
stale  solemnity  by  which  miscreants  were  awed, 
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and  policemen  enclianted ;  now,  these  things 
told  on  himself  heavily  enough ;  he  felt  now  their 
weight  and  import. 

And  then  the  jnry  retired  from  the  conrt  to 
consider  their  verdict,  and  Mr.  Gritemthruet  pre- 
dicted that  they  would  be  hungry  ^ough  before 
they  sat  down  to  their  next  meal.  "  His  lordship 
was  dead  against  us,"  said  Mr.  Gritemthruet ; 
"  but  that  was  a  matter  of  course ;  we  must  look 
to  the  jury,  and  the  city  juries  are  very  fond  of 
Mr.  Chaffanbrass ;  I  am  not  quite  sure,  however,, 
that  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  was  right :  I  would  not 
have  admitted  so  much  myself;  but  then  no  one 
knows  a  city  jury  so  well  as  Mr.  Chaffanbrass. 

Other  causes  came  on,  and  still  the  jury  did 
not  return  to  court.  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  seemed 
to  have  forgotten  the  very  existence  of  Alaric 
Tudor,  and  was  deeply  engaged  in  vindicating 
a  city  butcher  from  an  imputation  of  having 
vended  a  dead  ass  by  way  of  veal.  All  his  indigna- 
tion was  now  forgotten,  and  he  was  full  of  boister- 
ous fun,  filling  the  court  with  peals  of  laughter. 
One  o'clock  came,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,, 
seven,  and  still  no  verdict.  At  the  latter  hour, 
when  the  court  was  about  to  be  adjourned,  the 
foreman  came  in,  and  assured  the  judge  that 
there  was  no  probability  that  they  could  agree ; 
eleven  of  them  thought  one  way,  while  the 
twelfth  was  opposed  to  them.  "  You  must  reason 
with  the  gentleman,"  said  the  judge.  "  I  have, 
my  lord,"  said  the  juryman,  "  but  it's  all  thrown 
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away  upon  him."  "  Eeason  with  him  again," 
said  the  jndge,  rising  from  his  "bench  and  pre- 
paring to   go  to  his   dinner. 

And  then,  one  of  the  great  fundamental  sup- 
ports of  the  British  constitution  was  brought  into 
play.  Eeason  was  thrown  away  upon  this  tough 
juryman,  and,  therefore,  it  was  necessary  to  as- 
certain what  effect  starvation  might  have  upon 
him.  A  verdict,  that  is  a  unanimous  decision 
from  these  twelve  men  as  to  Alaric's  guilt,  was 
necessary;  it  might  be,  that  three  would  think 
him  innocent  and  nine  guilty,  or  that  any  other 
division  of  opinion  might  take  place;  but  such 
divisions  among  a  jury  are  opposed  to  the  spirit 
of  the  British  constitution.  Twelve  men  must 
think  alike ;  or  if  they  will  not,  they  must  be 
made  to  do  so.  "  Reason  with  him  again,"  said 
the  judge,  as  he  went  to  his  own  dinner.  Had 
the  judge  bade  them  remind  him  how  hungry  he 
would  soon  be  if  he  remained  obstinate,  his  lord- 
ship would  probably  have  expressed  the  thought 
which  was  passing  through  his  mind.  "  There 
is  one  of  us,  my  lord,"  said  the  foreman,  "who 
will  I  know  be  very  ill  before  long ;  he  is  abeady 
so  bad  that  he  can't  sit  upright." 

There  are  many  ludicrous  points  in  our  blessed 
constitution,  but  perhaps  nothing  so  ludicrous 
as  a  juryman  praying  to  a  judge  for  mercy.  He 
has  been  caught,  shut  up  in  a  box,  perhaps,  for 
five  or  six  days  together,  badgered  with  half-a- 
dozen  lawyers  till  he  is  nearly  deaf  with  their 
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continual  talking,  and  tlien  he  is  locked  up,  until 
lie  sliall  die  or  find  a  verdict.  Such  at  least  is 
the  intention  of  the  constitution.  The  death, 
however,  of  three  or  four  jurymen  from  star- 
vation would  not  suit  the  humanity  of  the 
present  age,  and,  therefore,  when  extremities  are 
nigh  at  hand,  the  dying  jurymen,  with  medical 
certificates,  are  allowed  to  he  carried  off.  It  is 
devoutly  to  he  wished  that  one  juryman  might 
he  starved  to  death  while  thus  serving  the  con- 
stitution ;  the  absurdity  then  would  cure  itself, 
and  a  verdict  of  a  majority  would  be  taken. 

But  in  Alaric's  case,  reason  or  hunger  did  pre- 
vail at  the  last  moment,  and  as  the  judge  was 
leaving  the  court,  he  was  called  back  to  receive 
the  verdict.  Alaric,  also,  was  brought  back,  still 
under  ^JLc.  Gritemthruet's  wing,  and  with  him 
came  Charley.  A  few  officers  of  the  court  were 
there,  a  jailer  and  a  poHceman  or  two,  those 
whose  attendance  was  absolutely  necessary,  but 
with  these  exceptions  the  place  was  empty.  Not 
long  since  men  were  crowding  for  seats,  and  the 
poHcemen  were  hardly  able  to  restrain  the  pres- 
sure of  those  who  pushed  forward;  but  now 
there  was  no  pushing ;  the  dingy,  dirty  benches, 
a  few  inches  of  which  had  lately  been  so  desir- 
able, were  not  at  all  in  request,  and  were  any- 
thing but  inviting  in  appearance ;  Alaric,  sat 
himself  down  on  the  very  spot  wliich  had  lately 
been  sacred  to  Mr.  Chaffanbrass,  and  Mr.  Gitem- 
thruet  seated  above  him,  might  also  fancy  him- 
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self  a  barrister.  There  tliey  sat  for  five  minutes 
in  perfect  silence ;  tlie  suspense  of  the  moment 
cowed  even  the  attorney,  and  Charley,  who  sat 
on  the  other  side  of  Alaric,  was  so  affected,  that 
he  could  hardly  have  spoken  had  he  wished  to 
do  so. 

And  then  the  judge,  who  had  been  obliged  to 
re-array  himself  before  he  returned  to  the  bench, 
again  took  his  seat,  and  an  officer  of  the  court, 
inquired  of  the  foreman  of  the  jury  in  his  usual 
official  language  what  their  finding  was. 

"  Guilty  on  the  third  count,"  said  the  foreman, 
"  Not  guilty  on  the  four  others.  We  beg,  how- 
ever, most  strongly  to  recommend  the  prisoner  to 
your  lordship's  merciful  consideration,  believing 
that  he  has  been  led  into  this  crime  by  one  who 
has  been  much  more  guilty  than  himself." 

"I  knew  Mr.  Chafianbrass  was  wrong,"  said 
Mr.  Gritemthruet.  "  I  knew  he  was  wrong  when 
he  acknowledged  so  much.  God  bless  my  soul ; 
in  a  court  of  law  one  should  never  acknowledge 
anything;  what's  the  use?" 

And  then  came  the  sentence.  He  was  to  be 
confined  at  the  penitentiary  at  Millbank  for  six 
months.  "  The  ofience,"  said  the  judge,  "  of 
which  you  have  been  found  guilty,  and  of 
which  you  most  certainly  have  been  guilty,  is 
one  most  prejudicial  to  the  interests  of  the  com- 
munity. That  trust  which  the  weaker  of  man- 
kind should  place  in  the  stronger,  that  reliance 
which  widows  and  orphans  should  feel  in  their 
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nearest  and  dearest  friends,  would  be  destroyed, 
if  such  crimes  as  these  were  allowed  to  pass  nn- 
punislied.  But  in  your  case  there  are  circum- 
stances which  do  doubtless  palliate  the  crime  of 
which  you  have  been  guilty ;  the  money  which 
you  took  will,  I  believe,  be  restored ;  the  trust 
which  you  were  courted  to  undertake  should  not 
have  been  imposed  on  you;  and  in  the  tale  of 
villany  which  has  been  laid  before  us,  you  have 
by  no  means  been  the  worst  offender.  I  have, 
therefore,  inflicted  on  you  the  slightest  penalty 
which  the  law  allows  me.  Mr.  Tudor,  I  know 
what  has  been  your  career,  how  great  your  ser- 
vices to  your  country,  how  unexceptionable  your 
conduct  as  a  public  servant ;  I  trust,  I  do  trust, 
I  most  earnestly,  most  hopefully  trust  that  your 
career  of  utility  is  not  over.  Your  abilities  are 
great,  and  you  are  blessed  with  the  power  of 
thinking;  I  do  beseech  you  to  consider,  while 
you  undergo  that  confinement  which  you  needs 
must  suffer,  how  little  any  wealth  is  worth  an 
uneasy  conscience." 

And  so  the  trial  was  over.  Alaric  was  taken 
off  in  custody ;  the  policeman  in  mufti  was  re- 
leased from  his  attendance;  and  Charley,  with 
a  heavy  heart,  carried  the  news  to  Gertrude  and 
Mrs.  Woodward. 

"And  as  for  me,"  said  G-ertrude,  when  she 
had  so  far  recovered  from  the  first  shock  as  to  be 
able  to  talk  to  her  mother — "  as  for  me,  I  will 
have  lodgings  at  Millbank." 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


A  PARTING  INTERVIEW. 


Mrs.  Woodward  remained  with  lier  eldest  daugh- 
ter for  two  days  after  the  trial,  and  then  she  was 
forced  to  return  to  Hampton.  She  had  earnestly 
entreated  Grertrude  to  accompany  her,  with  her 
child ;  but  Mrs.  Tudor  was  inflexible.  She  had, 
she  said,  very  much  to  do ;— so  much,  that  she 
could  not  possibly  leave  London ;  the  home  and 
furniture  were  on  her  hands  and  must  be  dis- 
posed of;  their  future  plans  must  be  arranged; 
and  then  nothing,  she  said,  should  induce  her 
to  sleep  out  of  sight  of  her  husband's  prison,  or 
to  omit  any  opportunity  of  seeing  him  which  the 
prison  rules  would  allow  her. 

Mrs.  Woodward  would  not  have  left  one 
child  in  such  extremity,  had  not  the  state  of 
another  child  made  her  presence  at  the  ,cottage 
indispensable.  Katie's  anxiety  about  the  trial 
had  of  course  been  intense,  so  intense  as  to  give 
her  a  false  strength,  and  somewhat  to  deceive 
Linda  as  to  her  real  state.  Tidings  of  course 
passed  daily  between  London  and  the  cottage, 
but  for  three  days  they  told  nothing.  On  the 
morning  of  the  fourth  day,  however,  Norman 
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brought  the  heavy  news,  and  Katie  sank  com- 
pletely under  it.  AYlien  she  first  heard  the  result 
of  the  trial  she  swooned  away,  and  remained  for 
some  time  nearly  unconscious.  But  retui'ning 
consciousness  brought  with  it  no  rehef,  and  she 
lay  sobbing  on  her  pillow,  till  she  became  so 
weak,  that  Linda  in  her  fright  wrote  up  to  her 
mother  begging  her  to  return  at  once.  Then, 
wretched  as  it  made  her  to  leave  Grertrude  in 
her  trouble,  Mrs.  Woodward  did  return. 

For  a  fortnight  after  this,  there  was  an  un- 
happy household  at  Surbiton  Cottage.  Linda's 
marriage  was  put  off  till  the  period  of  Alaric's 
sentence  should  be  over,  and  till  something  should 
be  settled  as  to  his  and  Grertrude's  fature  career. 
It  was  now  August,  and  they  spoke  of  the  event  as 
one  which  perhaps  might  occur  [in  the  course  of 
the  following  spring.  At  this  time,  also,  they 
were  deprived  for  a  while  of  the  comfort  of  Nor- 
man's visits  by  his  enforced  absence  at  I^orman's 
Grove.  Harry's  eldest  brother  was  again  ill,  and 
at  last  the  news  of  his  death  was  received  at 
Hampton.  Under  other  circumstances  such  tid- 
ings as  those  might,  to  a  certain  extent,  have 
brought  their  own  consolation  with  them.  Harry 
would  now  be  Mr.  Norman  of  Norman's  Grove, 
and  Linda  would  become  Mrs.  Norman  of  Nor- 
man's Grove ;  Harry's  mother  had  long  been  dead, 
and  his  father  was  an  infirm  old  man,  who  would 
be  too  glad  to  give  up  to  his  son  the  full  ma- 
nagement of  the  estate,  now  that  the  eldest  son 
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was  a  man  to  whom  tliat  estate  could  be  trusted. 
All  those  circumstances  had,  of  course,  been 
talked  over  between  Harry  and  Linda,  and  it 
was  understood  that  Harry  was  now  to  resign 
his  situation  at  the  Weights  and  Measures.  But 
Alaric's  condition,  Grertrude's  misery,  and  Katie's 
illness,  threw  all  such  matters  into  the  back- 
ground. Harry,  when  he  wrote  to  Linda  the 
news  of  his  brother's  death,  merely  added  that 
he  would  return  to  town  as  soon  as  the  funeral 
should  be  over. 

Katie  became  no  better ;  but  then  the  doctors 
said  that  she  did  not  become  any  worse,  and  gave 
it  as  their  opinion  that  she  ought  to  recover. 
She  had  youth,  they  said,  on  her  side,  and  then 
her  lungs  were  not  affected.  This  was  the  great 
question  which  they  were  all  asking  of  each  other 
continually.  The  poor  girl  lived  beneath  a  stetho- 
scope, and  bore  all  their  pokings  and  tappings 
with  exquisite  patience.  She  herself  believed 
that  she  was  dying,  and  so  she  repeatedly  told 
her  mother.  Mrs.  Woodward  could  only  say 
that  all  was  in  God's  hands,  but  that  the  physi- 
cians still  encouraged  them  to  hope  the  best. 

One  day  Mrs.  Woodward  was  sitting  with  a 
book  in  her  usual  place  at  the  side  of  Katie's 
bed;  she  looked  every  now  and  again  at  her 
patient,  and  thought  that  she  was  slumbering, 
and  at  last  she  rose  from  her  chair  to  creep  away, 
so  sure  was  she  that  she  might  be  spared  for  a 
moment.     But  just  as  she  was  silently  rising,  a 
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thin,  slight,  pale  hand  crept  out  from  beneath  the 
clothes  and  laid  itself  on  her  arm. 

"  I  thought  you  were  asleep,  love,"  said  she. 

"  ^0,  mama,  I  was  not  asleep.  I  w^as  think- 
ing of  something.  Don't  go  away,  mama,  just 
now.     I  want  to  ask  you  something." 

Mrs.  Woodward  again  sat  down,  and  taking 
her  daughter's  hand  in  her  own  caressed  it. 

"  I  want  to  ask  a  favour  of  you,  mama,"  said 
Katie. 

"  A  favour,  my  darling ;  what  is  it  ?  you  know 
I  will  do  anything  in  my  power  that  you  ask 
me. 

"  Ah,  mama,  I  do  not  know  w^hether  you  will 
do  this." 

"  What  is  it,  Katie  ?  I  will  do  anything  that 
is  for  your  good.  I  am  sure  you  know  that, 
Katie." 

"  Mama,  I  know  I  am  going  to  die.  Oh, 
niama,  don't  say  anything  now,  don't  cry  now 
— dear,  dear  mama ;  I  don't  say  it  to  make 
you  unhappy  ;  but  you  know  when  I  am  so 
ill,  I  ought  to  think  about  it ;  ought  I  not, 
mama  ?" 

"  But,  Katie,  the  doctor  says  that  he  thinks 
you  are  not  so  dangerousl}^  ill ;  you  should  not, 
therefore,  despond  ;  it  will  increase  your  illness, 
and  hinder  your  chance  of  getting  well.  That 
w^ould  be  wrong,  wouldn't  it,  love  ?  " 

"  Mama,  I  feel  that  I  shall  never  again  be 
well,  and  therefore  — — "    It  was  useless  tellino: 
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Mrs.  WoodAvard  not  to  cry ;  wliat  else  could  she 
do  ?  "  Dear  mama,  I  am  so  sorry  to  make  you 
■^-^^appy,  but  you  are  my  own,  own  mama,  and 
therefore  I  must  tell  you.  I  can  be  happy  still, 
mama,  if  you  will  let  me  talk  to  you  about 
it." 

"  You  shall  talk,  dearest ;  I  will  hear  what  you 
say ;  but  oh,  Katie,  I  cannot  bear  to  hear  you 
talk  of  dying.  I  do  not  think  you  are  dpng  ; 
if  I  did  think  so,  my  child,  my  trust  in  your 
goodness  is  so  strong  that  I  should  tell  you." 

"  You  know,  mama,  it  might  have  been  much 
worse ;  suppose  I  had  been  drowned,  when  he, 
when  Charley  you  know,  saved  me ;"  and  as  she 
mentioned  his  name  a  tear  for  the  first  time  ran 
down  each  cheek  ;  "  how  much  worse  that 
would  have  been  !  think,  mama,  what  it  would 
be  to  be  drowned  without  a  moment  for  one's 
prayers." 

"  It  is  quite  right  we  should  prepare  ourselves 
for  death.  Whether  we  live,  or  whether  we  die, 
we  shall  be  better  for  doing  that." 

Katie  still  held  her  mother's  hand  in  hers,  and 
lay  back  against  the  pillows  which  had  been 
placed  behind  her  back.  "  And  now,  mama,"  she 
said  at  last,  "  I  am  going  to  ask  you  this  favour — 
I  want  to  see  Charley  once  more." 

Mrs.  Woodward  was  so  much  astonished  at  the 
request  that  at  first  she  knew  not  what  answer 
to  make.  "  To  see  Charley !"  she  said  at 
last. 
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"  Yes,  mama ;  I  want  to  see  Charley  once 
more  ;  there  need  be  no  secrets  between  us  now, 
mama." 

"  There  have  never  been  any  secrets  between 
us/'  said  Mrs.  Woodward,  embracing  her.  "  You 
have  never  had  any  secrets  from  me." 

"  Not  intentionally,  mama ;  I  have  never 
meant  to  keep  anything  secret  from  you.  And 
I  know  you  have  known  what  I  felt  about 
Charley." 

"  I  know  that  you  have  behaved  like  an  angel, 
my  child ;  I  know  your  want  of  selfishness,  your 
devotion  to  others  has  been  such  as  to  shame 
me ;  I  know  your  conduct  has  been  perfect :  oh, 
my  Katie,  I  have  understood  it,  and  I  have  so 
loved  you,  so  admired  you." 

Katie  smiled  through  her  tears  as  she  returned 
her  mother's  embrace.  "  Well,  mama,"  she  said, 
"  at  any  rate  you  know  that  I  love  liim.  Oh, 
mama,  I  do  love  him  so  dearly.  It  is  not  now 
like  Grertrude's  love,  or  Linda's.  I  know  that 
I  can  never  be  his  wife.  I  did  know,  before, 
that  for  many  reasons  I  ought  not  to  wish  to  be 
so,  but  now  I  know  I  never,  never  can  be." 

Mrs.  Woodward  was  past  the  power  of  speak- 
ing, and  so  Katie  went  on. 

"  But  I  do  not  love  him  the  less  for  that 
reason ;  I  think  I  love  him  the  more.  I  never, 
never  could  have  loved  any  one  else,  mama; 
never,  never ;  and  that  is  one  reason  why  I  do 
not  so  much  mind  being  ill  now." 
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Mrs.  Woodward  bowed  forward,  and  hid  lier 
face  in  the  counterpane,  but  she  still  kept  hold 
of  her  daughter's  hand. 

"  And,  mama,"  she  continued,  "  as  I  do  love 
him  so  dearly,  I  feel  that  I  should  try  to  do  some- 
thing for  him.  I  ought  to  do  so ;  and,  mama,  I 
could  not  die  happy  without  seeing  him.  He  is 
not  just  like  a  brother  or  a  brother-in-law,  such 
as  Harry  and  Alaric ;  we  are  not  bound  to  each 
other  as  relations  are ;  but  yet  I  feel  that  some- 
thing does  bind  me  to  him.  I  know  he  doesn't  love 
me,  as  I  love  him ;  but  yet  I  think  he  loves  me 
dearly :  and  if  I  speak  to  him  now,  mama,  now 
that  I  am — that  I  am  so  ill,  perhaps  he  wdll 
mind  me.  Mama,  it  will  be  as  though  one  came 
unto  him  from  the  dead. 

Mrs.  Woodward  did  not  know  how  to  refuse 
any  request  that  Katie  might  now  make  to 
her,  and  felt  herself  altogether  unequal  to  the 
task  of  refusing  this  request.  For  many  rea- 
sons she  would  have  done  so,  had  she  been 
able ;  in  the  first  place  she  did  not  think  that 
all  chance  of  Katie's  recovery  was  gone ;  and 
then  at  the  present  moment  she  felt  no  incli- 
nation to  draw  closer  to  her  any  of  the  Tudor 
family.  She  could  not  but  feel  that  Alaric 
had  been  the  means  of  disgracing  and  degrad- 
ing one  child ;  and  truly,  deeply,  warmly,  as 
she  sympathized  with  the  other,  she  could  not 
bring  herself  to  feel  the  same  sympathy  for  the 
object  of  her  love.     It  was  a  sore  day  for  her 
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and  liers,  tliat  on   wliicli   tlie  Tudors  had  first 
entered  lier  liouse. 

Nevertheless  she  assented  to  Katie's  proposal, 
and  undertook  the  task  of  asking  Charley  down 
to  Hampton. 

Smce  Alaric's  conviction  Charley  had  led  a  bnsy 
life ;  and  as  men  who  have  really  something  to 
do  have  seldom  time  to  get  into  much  mischief, 
he  had  been  peculiarly  moral  and  respectable. 
It  is  not  surprising  that  at  such  a  moment  Grer- 
trude  found  that  Alaric's  newer  friends  fell  off 
from  him.  Of  course  they  chd ;  nor  is  it  a  sign 
of  ingratitude  or  heartlessness  in  the  world  that 
at  such  a  period  of  great  distress  new  friends 
should  fall  oil.  New  friends,  like  one's  best  coat 
and  polished  patent-leather  dress  boots,  are  only 
intended  for  holiday  v/ear.  At  other  times  they 
are  neither  serviceable  nor  comfortable ;  they  do 
not  ansvv^er  the  required  purposes,  and  are  ill 
adapted  to  give  us  the  ease  vv^e  seek.  A  new 
coat,  however,  has  this  advantage,  that  it  v/ill  in 
time  become  old  and  comfortable  ;  so  much  can 
by  no  means  be  predicted  with  certainty  of  a  new 
friend.  Woe  to  those  men  who  go  through  the 
world  with  none  but  new  coats  on  their  backs, 
mth  no  boots  but  those  of  polished  leather,  with 
none  but  new  friends  to  comfort  them  in 
adversit}'  1 

But  not  the  less,  when  misfortune  does  come, 
are  we  inclined  to  grumble  at  finding  ourselves 
deserted.    Gertrude,  though  she  certainly  wished 
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to  see  no  Mrs.  Yal  and  no  Miss  Neverbends,  did 
feel  lonely  enough  when  her  mother  left  her,  and 
wretched  enough.  But  she  was  not  altogether 
deserted.  At  this  time  Charley  was  true  to  her, 
and  did  for  her  all  those  thousand  nameless 
things  which  a  woman  cannot  do  for  herself.  He 
came  to  her  every  day  after  leaving  his  office,  and 
on  one  excuse  or  another  remained  with  her  till 
late  every  evening. 

He  was  not  a  little  surprised  one  morning  on 
receiving  Mrs.  Woodward's  invitation  to  Hamp- 
ton. Mrs.  Woodward  in  writing  had  had  some 
difficulty  in  wording  her  request.  She  hardly 
liked  asking  Charley  to  come  because  Katie  was 
ill ;  nor  did  she  like  to  ask  him  without  mention- 
ing Katie's  illness.  "  I  need  not  explain  to  you,"' 
she  said  in  her  note,  "  that  we  are  all  in  great 
distress ;  poor  Katie  is  very  ill,  and  you  will 
understand  what  we  must  feel  about  Alaric  and 
Grertrude.  Harry  is  still  at  Norman's  Grrove.  We 
shall  all  be  glad  to  see  you,  and  Katie,  who  never 
forgets  what  you  did  for  her,  insists  on  my  asking 
you  at  once.  I  am  sure  you  will  not  refuse  her, 
so  I  shall  expect  you  to-morrow."  Charley  would 
not  have  refused  her  anything,  and  it  need 
hardly  be  said  that  he  accepted  the  invitation. 

Mrs.  Woodward  Avas  at  a  loss  how  to  receive 
him,  or  what  to  say  to  him.  Though  Katie  was 
so  positive  that  her  own  illness  would  be  fatal — 
a  symptom  which  might  have  confirmed  those 
who  watched  her  in  their  opinion  that  her  dis- 
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ease  was  not  consumption — lier  motlier  was  by 
no  means  so  desponding.  Slie  still  thought  it 
not  impossible  that  her  child  might  recover,  and 
so  thinking  could  not  but  be  adverse  to  any 
declaration  on  Katie's  part  of  her  own  feelings. 
She  had  endeavoured  to  explain  this  to  her 
daughter ;  but  Katie  was  so  carried  away  by  her 
enthusiasm,  was  at  the  present  moment  so  de- 
voted, and  as  it  were  exalted  above  her  present 
life,  that  all  that  her  mother  said  was  thrown  away 
upon  her.  Mrs.  Woodward  might  have  refused 
her  daughter's  request,  and  have  run  the  risk  ^ 
of  breaking  her  heart  by  the  refusal ;  but  now 
that  the  petition  had  been  granted,  it  was  use- 
less to  endeavour  to  teach  her  to  repress  her 
feelings. 

"  Charley,"  said  Mrs.  Woodw^ard,  wdien  he  had 
been  some  little  time  in  the  house,  "  our  dear 
Katie  wants  to  see  you — she  is  very  ill,  you 
know." 

Charley  said  he  knew  she  was  ill. 

"  You  remember  our  walk  together,  Charley." 

"  Yes,"  said  Charley,  "  I  remember  it  well.  I 
made  you  a  promise  then  and  I  have  kept  it.  I 
have  now  come  here  only  because  you  have  sent 
for  me."  This  he  said  in  the  tone  which  a  man 
uses  when  he  feels  himself  to  have  been  injured. 

"  I  know  it,  Charley  ;  you  have  kept  your  pro- 
mise ;  I  knew  you  w^ould,  and  I  know  you  will. 
I  have  the  fullest  trust  in  you  -,  and  now  you 
shall  come  and  see  her." 

M  2 
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Charley  was  to  return  to  town  tliat  niglit,  and 
they  had  not  therefore  much  time  to  lose  ;  they 
went  up  stairs  at  once,  and  found  Linda  and 
Uncle  Bat  in  the  patient's  room.  It  was  a  lovely 
August  evening,  and  the  bed-room  window  open- 
ing upon  the  river  was  unclosed.  Katie,  as  she 
sat  propped  up  against  the  pillows,  could  look  out 
upon  the  water  and  see  the  reedy  island,  on 
which  in  happy  former  days  she  had  so  delighted 
to  let  her  imagination  revel. 

"  It  is  very  good  of  you  to  come,  and  see  me, 
Charley,"  said  she,  as  he  made  his  way  up  to 
her  bed-side. 

He  took  her  thin  wasted  hand  in  his  own  and 
pressed  it,  and,  as  he  did  so,  a  tear  forced  itself 
into  each  corner  of  his  eyes.  She  smiled  as 
though  to  cheer  him,  and  said  that  now  she  saw 
him  she  could  be  quite  happy,  only  for  poor 
Alaric  and  Gertrude.  She  hoped  she  might  live 
to  see  Alaric  again ;  but  if  not,  Charley  was  to 
give  him  her  best — best  love. 

"  Live  to  see  him  !  of  course  you  will ;"  said 
Uncle  Bat.  "  Wliat's  to  hinder  you  ?"  Uncle 
Bat,  like  the  rest  of  them,  tried  to  cheer  her,  and 
make  her  think  that  she  might  yet  live. 

After  a  while  Uncle  Bat  went  out  of  the  room, 
and  Linda  followed  him.  Mrs.  Woodward  would 
fain  have  remained,  but  she  perfectly  understood 
that  it  was  part  of  the  intended  arrangement 
with  Katie,  that  Charley  should  be  alone  with 
her.    "  I  will  come  back  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour," 
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slie  said,  rising  to  follow  tlie  others.  You  must 
not  let  her  talk  too  much,  Charley  :  you  see  how 
weak  she  is." 

"  Mama,  when  you  come,  knock  at  the  door 
will  you  ?"  said  Katie.  Mrs.  Woodward,  who 
found  herself  obliged  to  act  in  complete  obedience 
to  her  daughter,  promised  that  she  would ;  and 
then  they  were  left  alone. 

"  Sit  down,  Charley,"  said  she  ;  he  was  still 
standing  by  her  bed-side,  and  now  at  her  bidding 
he  sat  in  the  chair  which  Captain  Cuttwater  had 
occupied.  "  Come  here,  nearer  to  me,"  said  she  ; 
"  this  is  where  mama  always  sits,  and  Linda  when 
mama  is  not  here."  Charley  did  as  he  w^as  bid, 
and  changing  his  seat  came  and  sat  down  close 
to  her  bed-head. 

"  Charley,  do  you  remember  how  you  went 
into  the  water  for  me  ?"  said  she,  again  smiling, 
and  putting  her  hand  out  and  resting  it  on  his 
arm  which  lay  on  the  bed  beside  her. 

"  Indeed,  I  do,  Katie — I  remember  the  day 
very  well." 

"  That  was  a  very  happy  day  in  spite  of  the 
tumble  ;  was  it  not,  Charley  ?  And  do  you  re- 
member the  flower-show,  and  the  dance  at  Mrs. 
Val's?" 

Charley  did  remember  them  all  well.  Ah  me  ! 
how  often  had  he  thought  of  them. 

"  I  think  of  those  days  so  often — too  often," 
continued  Katie.  "  But,  dear  Charley,  I  cannot 
remember  too  often  that  you  saved  my  life." 
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Charley  once  more  tried  to  explain  to  lier  that 
there  was  nothing  worthy  of  notice  in  his  ex- 
ploit of  that  day. 

"  Well,  Charley,  I  may  think  as  I  like,  you 
know,"  she  said,  with  something  of  the  obstinacy 
of  old  days.  "  I  think  you  did  save  my  life,  and 
all  the  people  in  the  world  won't  make  me  think 
anything  else ;  but,  Charley,  I  have  something 
now  to  tell  you." 

He  sat  and  listened.  It  seemed  to  him  as 
though  he  were  only  there  to  listen ;  as  though 
were  he  to  make  his  own  voice  audible  he  would 
violate  the  sanctity  of  the  place.  His  thoughts 
were  serious  enough,  but  he  could  not  pitch  his 
voice  so  as  to  suit  the  tone  in  which  she  addressed 
him. 

"  We  were  always  friends,  were  we  not  ?"  said 
she ;  "we  were  always  good  friends,  Charley.  Do 
you  remember  how  you  were  to  build  a  palace 
for  me  in  the  dear  old  island  out  there  ?  You 
were  always  so  kind,  so  good  to  me." 

Charley  said  he  remembered  it  all — ^they  were 
happy  days  ;  the  happiest  days,  he  said,  that  he 
had  ever  known. 

"  And  you  used  to  love  me,  Charley  ?" 
"  Used  !"  said  he — "  do  you  think  I  do  not  love 
you  now ?"  "I  am  sure  you  do.  And,  Charley, 
I  love  you  also — that  it  is  that  I  want  to  tell  you. 
I  love  you  so  well  that  I  cannot  go  away  from 
this  world  in  peace  without  wishing  you  farewell. 
Charley,  if  you  love  me,  you  will  think  of  me  when 
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I  am  gone  ;  and  then  for  my  sake  you  will  be 
steady/' 

Here  were  all  her  old  words  over  again.  "  You 
will  be  steady,  won't  you,  Charley  ?  I  know  you 
will  be  steady,  now."  How  much  must  she  have 
thought  of  him  ?  how  often  must  his  career  have 
caused  her  misery  and  pain?  how  laden  must 
that  innocent  bosom  have  been  with  anxiety  on 
his  account  ?  He  had  promised  her  then  that  he 
would  reform;  but  he  had  broken  his  promise* 
He  now  promised  her  again,  but  how  could  he 
hope  that  she  would  believe  him  ? 

"You  know  how  ill  I  am,  don't  you?  you 
know  that  I  am  dying,  Charley  ?" 

Charley  of  course  declared  that  he  still  hoped 
that  she  would  recover. 

"If  I  thought  so,"  said  she,  "I  should  not 
say  what  I  am  now  saying;  but  I  feel  that  I 
may  tell  the  truth.  Dear  Charley,  dearest 
Charley,  I  love  you  ^\TLth  all  my  heart — I  do  not 
know  how  it  came  so ;  I  believe  I  have  always 
loved  you  since  I  first  knew  you ;  I  used  to  think 
it  was  because  you  saved  my  hfe :  but  I  know 
it  was  not  that.  I  was  so  glad  it  was  you  that 
came  to  me  in  the  water,  and  not  Harry ;  so  that 
I  know  I  loved  you  before  that." 

"Dear  Katie,  you  have  not  loved  me,  or 
thought  of  me,  more  than  I  have  loved  and 
thought  of  you." 

"  Ah,  Charley,"  she  said,  smiling  in  her  sad, 
:-sweet  way — "  I  don't  think  you  know  how  a  girl 
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can  love ;  you  have  so  many  things  to  think  of> 
so  mnch  to  amuse  you  up  in  London ;  you  don't 
know  what  it  is  to  think  of  one  person  for  days 
and  days,  and  nights  and  nights  together.  That 
is  the  way  I  have  thought  of  you." 

"I  don't  think  there  can  be  any  harm/'  she 
continued,  "  in  loving  a  person  as  I  have  loved 
you.  Indeed,  how  could  I  help  it?  I  did  not 
love  you  on  purpose.  But  I  think  I  should  be 
wrong  to  die  mthout  telling  you.  AYlien  I  am 
dead,  Charley,  will  you  think  of  this,  and  try,  try 
to  give  up  your  bad  ways?  When  I  tell  you 
that  I  love  you  so  dearly,  and  ask  you  on  my 
death-bed,  I  think  you  will  do  this." 

Charley  went  down  on  his  knees,  and  bowing 
his  head  before  her  and  before  his  God,  he  made 
his  promise.  He  made  it,  and  we  may  so  far 
anticipate  the  approaching  end  of  our  stor}^,  as  to 
declare  that  the  promise  he  then  made  was  faith- 
fully kept. 

"  Katie,  Katie,  my  own  Katie,  my  own,  o^vn, 
own  Katie — oh,  Katie,  you  must  not  die,  you 
must  not  leave  me.  Oh,  Katie,  I  have  so  dearly 
loved  you  !  Oh,  Katie,  I  do  so  dearly  love  you  ! 
If  you  knew  all,  if  you  could  know  all,  you  would 
believe  me." 

At  this  moment  Mrs.  Woodward  knocked  at 
the  door,  and  Charley  rose  from  his  knees. 
*'Not  quite  yet,  mama,"  said  Katie,  as  Mrs. 
Woodward  opened  the  door.  "  Not  quite  yet ; 
in  five  minutes,  mama,  you  may  come;"  and  Mrs. 
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Woodward,  not  knowing  how  to  refuse,  again 
went  away. 

"  Cliarley,  I  never  gave  you  anything  but  once, 
and  you  returned  it  to  me,  did  you  not  ?" 

"Yes,"  said  lie,  "tlie  purse — I  put  it  in  your 
box,  because " 

And  tlien  he  remembered  that  he  could  not 
say  why  he  had  returned  it  without  breaking  in 
a  manner  that  confidence  which  Mrs.  Woodward 
had  put  in  him. 

"  I  understand  it  all ;  you  must  not  think  I 
was  angry  with  you.  I  knew  how  good  you 
were  about  it.  But,  Charley,  you  may  have  it 
back  now ;  here  it  is ;"  and  putting  her  hand 
under  the  pillow,  she  took  it  out,  carefully  folded 
up  in  new  tissue  paper.  "  There,  Charley,  you 
must  never  part  with  it  again  as  long  as  there 
are  two  threads  of  it  together ;  but  I  know  you 
never  will ;  and  Charley,  you  must  never  tallv  of 
it  to  anybody ;  but  to  your  wife,  and  you  must 
tell  her  all  about  it." 

He  took  the  purse,  and  put  it  to  his  lips,  and 
then  pressed  it  to  his  heart.  "No,"  said  he, 
"  I  will  never  part  with  it  again.  I  think  I  can 
promise  that." 

"  And  now,  dearest,  good  bye,"  said  she ; 
"  dearest,  dearest  Charley,  good  bye ;  perhaps  we 
shall  know  each  other  in  heaven.  Kiss  me,, 
Charley,  before  you  go."  So  he  stooped  down 
over  her,  and  pressed  his  lips  to  hers. 

Charley,  leaving  the  room,  found  Mrs.  Wood- 
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ward  at  tlie  otlier  end  of  tlie  passage,  standing  at 
the  door  of  lier  own  dressing-room.  "You  are 
to  go  to  lier  now,"  lie  said.  "  Grood  bye,"  and 
without  further  speech  to  any  of  them  he  hurried 
out  of  the  house. 

None  hut  Mrs.  Woodward  had  seen  liim,  but 
she  saw  that  the  tears  were  streaming  down  his 
cheeks  as  he  passed  her,  and  she  expressed  no 
surprise  that  he  had  left  the  cottage  without 
going  through  the  formality  of  making  his 
adieux. 

And  then  he  walked  up  to  town,  as  Norman 
once  had  done,  after  a  parting  interview  with  her 
whom  he  had  loved.  It  might  be  difiicult  to 
say  which  at  the  moment  suffered  the  bitterest 
grief. 


CHAPTEE  XIV. 


MILLBANK. 


The  immediate  neighbourhood  of  Millbank  Peni- 
tentiary is  not  one  which  we  shonld,  for  its 
own  sake,  choose  for  our  residence,  either  on 
account  of  its  natural  beauty,  or  the  excellence 
of  its  habitations.  That  it  is  a  salubrious  lo- 
cality must  be  presumed  from  the  fact  that  it  has 
been  selected  for  the  site  of  the  institution  in 
question ;  but  salubrity,  though  doubtless  a  great 
recommendation,  would  hardly  reconcile  us  to  the 
extremely  dull,  and  one  might  almost  say,  ugly 
aspect,  which  this  district  bears. 

To  this  district,  however,  ugly  as  it  is,  we  must 
ask  our  readers  to  accompany  us,  while  we  pay  a 
short  visit  to  poor  Grertrude.  It  was  certainly  a 
sad  change  from  her  comfortable  nursery  and 
elegant  drav/ing-room  near  the  Hyde  Park. 
Grertrude  had  hitherto  never  lived  in  an  ugly 
house.  Surbiton  Cottage  and  Albany  Place  were 
the  only  two  homes  that  she  remembered,  and 
neither  of  them  were  such  as  to  give  her  much 
fitting  preparation  for  the  melancholy  shelter 
which  she  found  at  No.  5,  Paradise  Eow,  Mill- 
bank. 

But  G-ertrude  did  not  think  much  of  this  when 
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slie  changed  her  residence.  Early  one  morning, 
leaning  on  Charley's  arm,  she  had  trudged  down 
across  the  park,  through  Westminster,  and  on  to 
the  close  vicinity  of  the  prison ;  and  here  they 
sou^-ht  for  and  obtained  such  accommodation  as 
she  thought  fitting  to  her  present  situation. 
Charley  had  begged  her  to  get  into  a  cab,  and 
when  she  refused  that  had  implored  her  to 
indulge  in  the  luxury  of  an  omnibus ;  but  Grer- 
trude's  mind  was  now  set  upon  economy ;  she 
would  come  back  she  said  in  a^n  omnibus  when 
the  day  would  be  hotter,  and  she  would  be  alone, 
but  she  was  A^ery  well  able  to  walk  the  distance 
once. 

She  procured  for  seven  shillings  a  week  a  sitting 
room  and  bed-room  from  whence  she  could  see  the 
gloomy  prison  walls,  and  also  a  truckle  bed  for 
the  young  girl  v/hom  she  was  to  bring  with  her 
as  her  maid.  This  was  a  little  Hampton  maiden 
whom  she  had  brought  from  the  country  to  act 
as  fag  and  deputy  to  her  grand  nurse,  but  the 
grand  nurse  was  now  gone,  and  the  fag  was  pro- 
moted to  the  various  offices  of  nurse,  lady's-maid, 
and  parlour  servant.  The  rest  of  the  household 
in  Albany  Place  had  already  dispersed  with  the 
discreet  viev/  of  bettering  their  situations. 

Everything  in  the  house  was  given  up  to  pay 
what  Alaric  owed.  Independently  of  his  dread- 
ful liability  to  Madame  Jaquetanape,  he  could  not 
have  been  said  to  be  in  debt ;  but  still,  like  most 
other  men  who  live  as  he  had  done,  whien  his 
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career  was  tlins  bronglit  to  a  sudden  close,  it  was 
found  that  there  were  many  people  looking  for 
money.  There  were  little  bills,  as  the  owners 
said  of  them,  which  had  been  forgotten,  of 
course,  on  account  of  their  insignificance,  but 
which  being  so  very  little  might  now  be  paid, 
equally  of  course,  without  any  trouble.  It  is 
astonishing  how  easy  it  is  to  accumulate  three 
or  four  hundred  pounds'  v/orth  of  little  bills, 
when  one  lives  before  the  world  in  a  good  house 
and  in  visible  possession  of  a  good  income. 

At  the  moment  of  Alaric's  conviction  there 
was  but  a  slender  stock  of  money  forthcoming 
for  these  little  bills.  The  necessary  expense  of  his 
trial, — and  it  had  been  by  no  means  trifling, — he 
had,  of  course,  been  obliged  to  pay.  His  salary- 
had  been  suspended,  and  all  the  money  that  he 
could  lay  his  hands  on,  had  been  given  up  towards 
making  restitution  towards  the  dreadful  sum  of 
20,000/.  that  had  been  his  ruin.  The  bills,  how- 
ever, did  not  come  in  till  after  his  trial,  and  then 
there  was  but  little  left  but  the  furniture. 

As  the  new  trustees  employed  on  behalf  of 
Madame  Jaquetanape  and  Mr.  Piggs  were  well 
aware  that  they  had  much  more  to  expect  from 
the  generosity  of  Tudor' s  friends  than  from  any 
legal  seizure  of  his  property,  they  did  not  inter- 
fere in  the  disposal  of  the  chairs  and  tables. 
But  not  on  that  account  did  Grertrude  conceive 
herself  entitled  to  make  any  use  in  her  own  behalf 
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of  sucli  money  as  miglit  come  into  lier  hands. 
The  bills  should  be  paid,  and  then  every  farthing 
that  could  be  collected  should  be  given  towards 
lessening  the  deficiency.  Six  thousand  pounds 
had  already  been  made  up  by  the  joint  efforts  of 
Norman  and  Captain  Cuttwater.  TJndy  Scott's 
acknowledgment  for  the  other  four  thousand  had 
been  offered,  but  the  new  trustees  declined  to 
accept  it  as  of  any  value  whatsoever.  They  were 
equally  incredulous  as  to  the  bridge  shares,  which 
from  that  day  to  this  have  never  held  up  their 
head,  even  to  the  modest  height  of  half  a  crown 
a  share. 

Grertrude's  efforts  to  make  the  most  of  every- 
thing had  been  unceasing.  Wlien  her  husband 
was  sentenced  she  had  in  her  possession  a  new 
dress  and  some  finery  for  her  baby,  which  were 
not  yet  paid  for ;  these  she  took  back  with  her 
own  hand,  offering  to  the  milliners  her  own  trin- 
kets byway  of  compensation  for  their  loss.  Wlien 
the  day  for  removal  came,  she  took  with  her  no- 
thing that  she  imagined  could  be  sold.  She 
would  have  left  the  grander  part  of  her  o^m  ward- 
robe, if  the  auctioneers  would  have  undertaken 
to  sell  it.  Some  few  things,  books  and  trifling 
household  articles,  which  she  thought  were  dear 
to  Alaric,  she  packed  up ;  and  such  were  sent  to 
Hampton.  On  the  day  of  her  departure  she 
dressed  herself  in  a  plain  dark  gown,  one  that 
was  almost  mourning,  and  then,  with  her  baby 
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in  lier  lap,  and  her  young  maid  beside  lier,  and 
Charley  fronting  her  in  the  cab,  she  started  for 
her  new  home. 

I  had  ahnost  said  that  her  pride  had  left  her. 
Such  an  assertion  would  be  a  gross  libel  on  her. 
No ;  she  was  perhaps  prouder  than  ever,  as  she 
left  her  old  home.  There  was  a  humility  in  her 
cheap  dress,  in  her  large  straw  bonnet  coming 
far  over  her  face,  in  her  dark  gloves  and  httle 
simple  collar ;  nay,  there  was  a  humility  in  her 
altered  voice,  and  somewhat  chastened  mien ;  but 
the  spirit  of  the  woman  was  wholly  unbroken. 
She  had  even  a  pride  in  her  very  position,  in  her 
close  and  dear  tie  with  the  contacted  prisoner. 
She  was  his  for  better  and  for  worse ;  she  would 
now  show  him  what  was  her  idea  of  the  vow  she 
had  made.  To  the  men  who  came  to  ticket  and 
number  the  furniture,  to  the  tradesmen's  mes- 
sengers Avho  called  for  money,  to  the  various 
workmen  with  whom  the  house  was  then  invaded, 
she  was  humble  enough ;  but  had  Mrs.  Yal  come 
across  her  with  pity,  or  the  Miss  Neverbends 
with  their  sententious  twaddhngs,  she  would 
have  been  prouder  than  ever.  Fallen  indeed! 
she  had  had  no  fall ;  nor  had  he ;  he  was  still  a 
man,  with  a  greater  aggregate  of  good  within 
him  than  falls  to  the  average  lot  of  mortals. 
"Who  would  dare  to  tell  her  that  he  had  fallen  ? 
'  Twas  thus  that  her  pride  was  still  strong  within 
her ;  and  as  it  supported  her  through  this  misery, 
who  can  blame  her  for  it  ? 
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Slie  was  allowed  into  the  prison  twice  a  week  ; 
on  Tuesdays  and  Fridays  she  was  permitted  to 
spend  one  hour  with  her  husband,  and  to  take 
her  child  with  her.  It  is  hardly  necessary  to 
say  that  she  was  punctual  to  the  appointed  times. 
This,  however,  occupied  but  a  short  period,  even 
of  those  looked-for  days;  and  in  spite  of  her 
pride,  and  her  constant  needle,  the  weary  six 
months  Vv^ent  from  her  all  too  slowly. 

Nor  did  they  pass  with  swifter  foot  within  the 
prison.  Alaric  was  allowed  the  use  of  books  and 
pens  and  paper,  but  even  with  these  he  found  a 
day  in  prison  to  be  almost  an  unendurable  eter- 
nity. This  was  the  real  punishment  of  his  guilt ; 
it  was  not  that  he  could  not  eat  well,  and  lie 
soft,  or  enjo}^  the  comforts  which  had  always  sur- 
rounded him ;  but  that  the  day  would  not  pass 
away.  The  slowness  of  the  lagging  hours  nearly 
drove  him  mad.  He  made  a  thousand  resolutions 
as  to  reading,  writing,  and  employment  for  his 
mind.  He  attempted  to  learn  whole  pages  by 
rote,  and  to  fatigue  himself  to  rest  by  exercise  of 
his  memory.  But  his  memory  would  not  vrork ; 
his  mind  would  continue  idle ;  he  was  impotent 
over  his  owai  faculties.  Oh,  if  he  could  only 
sleep  v/hile  those  horrid  weeks  were  passing  over 
him. 

All  hope  of  regaining  his  situation  had  of 
course  passed  from  him,  all  hopes  of  employ- 
ment in  Ens^land.  Emiofration  must  novv'be  his 
lot ;  and  hers  also,  and  the  lot  of  that  3'oung  one 
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tliat  was  already  born  to  tliem,  and  of  tliat  other 
one  wlio  was,  alas !  now  coming  to  tlie  world, 
whose  fate  it  would  be  first  to  see  the  light 
under  the  walls  of  its  father's  prison. — Yes,  they 
must  emigrate. — But  there  was  nothing  so  very 
terrible  in  that.  Alaric  felt  that  even  his  utter 
poverty  would  be  no  misfortune  if  only  this  cap- 
tivity were  over.  Poverty — how  could  any  man 
be  poor  who  had  liberty  to  roam  the  world ! 

We  all  of  us  acknowledge  that  the  educated 
man  who  breaks  the  laws  is  justly  liable  to  a 
heavier  punishment  than  he  who  has  been  born 
in  ignorance,  and  bred,  as  it  were,  in  the  lap  of 
sin ;  but  we  hardly  realize  how  much  greater  is 
the  punishment  which,  when  he  be  punished,  the 
educated  man  is  forced  to  undergo.  Confine- 
ment to  the  man  v^^hose  mind  has  never  been 
lifted  above  vacancy,  is  simply  remission  from 
labour.  Confinement,  with  labour,  is  simply  the 
enforcement  of  that  which  has  hitherto  been  his 
daily  lot.  But  what  must  a  prison  be  to  him 
whose  intellect  has  received  the  polish  of  the 
world's  poetry,  who  has  known  what  it  is  to  feed 
more  than  the  belly,  to  require  other  aliment  than 
bread  and  meat ! 

And  then  what  does  the  poor  criminal  lose  ? 
his  all,  it  will  be  said ;  and  the  rich  can  lose  no 
more.  But  this  is  not  so.  No  man  loses  all  by 
any  sentence  which  a  human  judge  can  inflict. 
No  man  so  loses  anything  approaching  to  his  all, 
however  much  he  may  have  lost  before.   But  the 
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one  man  lias  too  often  had  no  self-respect  to  risk; 
the  other  has  stood  high  in  his  own  esteem,  has 
held  his  head  proudly  before  the  world,  has  as- 
pired to  walk  in  some  way  after  the  fashion  of 
a  god. — Alaric  had  so  aspired,  and  how  must  he 
have  felt  during  those  prison  days  ?  Of  what 
nature  must  his  thoughts  have  been  when  they 
turned  to  Gertrude  and  his  child.  His  sin  had 
indeed  been  heavy,  and  heavy  was  the  penalty 
which  he  suffered. 

Wlien  they  had  been  thus  living  for  about 
three  months  Gertrude's  second  child  was  born. 
Mrs.  Woodward  was  with  her  at  the  time,  and 
she  had  suffered  but  little  except  that  for  three 
weeks  she  had  been  unable  to  see  her  husband ; 
then,  in  the  teeth  of  all  counsel,  and  in  opposition 
to  all  medical  warning,  she  could  resist  no  longer 
and  carried  the  new-born  stranger  to  his  father. 

"  Poor  little  wretch  !  "  said  Alaric,  as  he  stooped 
to  kiss  him. 

"  Wretch  !  "  said  Gertrude,  looking  up  to  him 
with  a  smile  upon  her  face — "  he  is  no  wretch. 
He  is  a  sturdy  little  man,  that  shall  yet  live  to 
make  your  heart  dance  with  joy." 

Mrs.  Woodward  came  often  to  see  her.  She 
did  not  stay,  for  there  was  no  bed  in  which  she 
could  have  slept ;  but  the  train  put  her  down  at 
Yauxhall,  and  she  had  but  to  pass  the  bridge, 
and  she  was  close  to  Gertrude's  lodgings.  And 
now  the  six  months  had  nearly  gone  by,  when, 
by  appointment,  she  brought  Norman  with  her. 
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At  this  time  he  had  given  up  his  clerkship,  at 
the  Weights  and  Measures,  and  was  about  to  go 
to  Norman's  Grove  for  the  remainder  of  the 
winter.  Both  Alaric  and  Norman  had  sho^^Ti  a 
great  distaste  to  meet  each  other.  Wlien  Mrs. 
Woodward  had  expressed  a  hope  that  they  would 
do  so  before  Alaric  took  his  final  departure  for 
Australia,  neither  had  positively  refused  to  ac- 
cede to  her  request ;  but  it  was  so  clear  both  to 
her  and  to  Gertrude  that  neither  wished  it,  that 
the  idea  was  abandoned.  But  Harry's  heart 
softened  towards  Gertrude.  Her  conduct  during 
her  husband's  troubles  had  been  so  excellent,  that 
he  could  not  but  forgive  her  the  injuries  which 
he  fancied  he  owed  to  her. 

Everything  was  now  prepared  for  their  depar- 
ture. They  were  to  sail  on  the  very  day  after 
Alaric' s  liberation,  so  as  to  save  him  from  the 
misery  of  meeting  those  who  might  knovv^  him. 
And  now  Harry  came  with  Mrs.  Woodward  to 
bid  farewel],  probably  for  ever  on  this  side  the 
grave,  to  her  whom  he  had  once  looked  on  as 
liis  own.  How  different  were  their  lots  now ! 
Harry  was  Mr.  ISTorman,  of  Norman's  Grove,  im- 
mediately about  to  take  his  place  as  the  squire 
of  his  parish,  to  sit  among  brother  magistrates, 
to  decide  about  roads  and  poachers,  parish  rates 
and  other  all-absorbing  topics,  to  be  a  rural  magis- 
trate, and  fill  a  place  among  perhaps  the  most 
fortunate  of  the  world's  inhabitants.  Gertrude 
was  the  wife  of  a  convicted  felon,  who  was  about 
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to  come  fortli  from  liis  prison  in  utter  poverty,  a 
man  who,  in  sncli  a  catalogue  as  tlie  world  makes 
of  its  inhabitants,  would  be  ranked  among  the 
very  lowest. 

And  did  Gertrude  even  now  regret  her  choice  ? 
No,  not  for  a  moment !  She  still  felt  certain 
in  her  heart  of  hearts  that  she  had  loved  the  one 
who  was  the  most  worthy  of  a  woman's  love. 
We  cannot,  probably,  all  agree  in  her  opinion; 
but  we  will  agree  in  this,  at  least,  that  she  was 
now  right  to  hold  such  opinion.  Had  Norman's 
Grove  stretched  from  one  boundary  of  the  county 
to  the  other,  it  would  have  weighed  as  nothing. 
Had  Harry's  virtues  been  as  bright  as  burnished 
gold — and  indeed  they  had  been  bright — they 
would  have  weighed  as  nothing.  A  nobler  stamp 
of  manhood  was  on  her  husband — so  at  least 
Gertrude  felt ; — and  manhood  is  the  one  virtue 
which  in  a  woman's  breast  outweighs  all  others. 

They  had  not  met  since  the  evening  on  which 
Gertrude  had  declared  to  him  that  she  never  could 
love  him ;  and  Norman,  as  he  got  out  of  the  cab 
with  Mrs.  Woodward,  at  No.  5,  Paradise  Eow, 
Millbank,  felt  his  heart  beat  within  him  almost 
as  strongly  as  he  had  done  when  he  v/as  about 
to  propose  to  her.  He  followed  Mrs.  Woodward 
into  the  dingy  little  house,  and  immediately  found 
himself  in  Gertrude's  presence. 

I  should  exaggerate  the  fact,  were  I  to  say 
that  he  would  not  have  known  her  ;  but  had  he 
met  her  elsewhere,  met  her  where  he  did  not  ex- 
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pect  to  meet  lier,  lie  would  have  looked  at  lier 
more  than  once  before  lie  felt  assured  that  he 
was  looking  at  Grertrude  Woodward.  It  was 
not  that  she  had  grown  pale,  or  worn,  or  hag- 
gard ;  though,  indeed,  her  face  had  on  it  that 
weighty  look  of  endurance  which  care  will  always 
give  ;  it  was  not  that  she  had  lost  her  beauty, 
and  become  unattractive  in  his  eyes ;  but  that 
the  whole  nature  of  her  mien  and  form,  the  very 
trick  of  her  gait  was  changed.  Her  eye  was  as 
bright  as  ever,  but  it  was  steady,  composed,  and 
resolved ;  her  lips  were  set  and  compressed,  and 
there  was  no  playfulness  round  her  mouth.  Her 
hair  was  still  slnooth  and  bright,  but  it  was 
more  brushed  off  from  her  temples  than  it  had 
been  of  yore,  and  was  partly  covered  by  a  bit  of 
black  lace,  which  we  presume  we  must  call  a  cap; 
here  and  there,  too,  through  it,  Norman's  quick 
eye  detected  a  few  gray  hairs.  She  was  stouter 
too  than  she  had  been,  or  else  she  seemed  to  be 
so  from  the  changes  in  her  dress.  Her  step  fell 
heavier  on  the  floor  than  it  used  to  do,  and  her 
voice  was  quicker  and  more  decisive  in  its  tones. 
Wlien  she  spoke  to  her  mother,  she  did  so  as 
one  sister  might  do  to  another;  and,  indeed, 
Mrs.  Woodward  seemed  to  exercise  over  her  very 
little  of  the  authority  of  a  parent.  The  truth 
was  that  Gertrude  had  altogether  ceased  to  be  a 
girl,  had  altogether  becomxC  a  woman.  Linda, 
with  whom  Norman  at  once  compared  her, 
though  but  one  year  younger,  Vv' as   still  a  child 
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in  comparison  with  her   elder   sister.     Happy, 
happy  Linda ! 

Grertrude  had  certainly  proved  herself  to  be  an 
excellent  wife ;  but  perhaps  she  might  have  made 
herself  more  pleasing  to  others  if  she  had  not  so 
entirely  thrown  off  from  herself  all  traces  of 
jnvenility.  Could  she,  in  this  respect,  have  taken 
a  lesson  from  her  mother,  she  would  have  been  a 
wiser  woman.  We  have  said  that  she  consorted 
with  Mrs.  Woodward,  as  though  they  had  been 
sisters ;  but  one  might  have  said  that  Grertrude 
took  on  her  self  the  manners  of  the  elder  sister. 
It  is  true  that  she  had  hard  duties  to  joer- 
form,  a  stern  world  to  get  the  better  of,  an  up- 
hill fight  before  her  with  poverty,  distress,  and 
almost,  nay  absolutely,  with  degradation.  It 
was  well  for  her  and  Alaric  that  she  could  face 
it  all  with  the  true  courage  of  an  honest  woman. 
But  yet  those  who  had  known  her  in  her  radiant 
early  beauty,  could  not  but  regret  that  the  young 
freshness  of  early  years  should  all  have  been  lain 
aside  so  soon. 

.  "  Linda,  at  any  rate,  far  exceeds  her  in  beauty," 
was  Norman's  first  thought,  as  he  stood  for  a 
moment  to  look  at  her — "  and  then  Linda  too  is 
so  much  more  feminine."  Twas  thus  that  Harry 
Norman  consoled  himself  in  the  first  moment  of 
his  first  interview  with  Alaric' s  wife.  And  he 
was  right  in  his  thoughts.  The  world  would 
now  have  called  Linda  the  more  lovely  of  the 
two,  and  certainly  the   more   feminine   in   the 
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ladylike  sense  of  the  word.  If,  liowever,  devotion 
be  feminine,  and  truth  to  one  selected  life's  com- 
panion, if  motherly  care  be  so,  and  an  indomi- 
table sense  of  the  duties  due  to  one's  own  house- 
hold, then  Gertrude  was  not  deficient  in  feminine 
character. 

"  You  find  me  greatly  altered,  Harry,  do  you 
not?"  said  she,  taking  his  hand  frankly,  and 
perceiving  immediately  the  effect  which  she  had 
made  upon  him.  "  I  am  a  steady  old  matron, 
am  I  not  ? — with  a  bairn  on  each  side  of  me,"  and 
she  pointed  to  her  baby  in  the  cradle,  and  to  her 
other  boy  sitting  on  his  grandmother's  knee. 

Harry  said  he  did  find  her  altered.  It  was 
her  dress,  he  said,  and  the  cap  on  her  head. 

"  Yes,  Harry ;  and  some  care  and  trouble  too. 
To  you,  you  know,  to  a  friend  such  as  you  are, 
I  must  own  that  care  and  trouble  do  tell  upon 
one.  Not,  thank  Grod,  that  I  have  more  than  I 
can  bear ;  not  that  I  have  not  blessings  for 
which  I  cannot  be  too  thankful." 

"And  so  these  are  your  boys,  Grertrude?" 

"Yes,"  said  she,  cheerfully,  "these  are  the 
little  men,  that  in  the  good  times  coming  will  be 
managing  vast  kingdoms,  and  giving  orders  to 
this  worn-out  old  island  of  yours.  Alley,  my  boy, 
sing  your  new  song  about  the  'good  and  happy 
land.'  "  But  Alley,  who  had  got  hold  of  his 
grandmother's  watch,  and  was  staring  with  all 
his  eyes  at  the  stranger,  did  not  seem  much  in- 
clined to  be  musical  at  the  present  moment. 
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"And  this  is  Charley's  godson,"  continued 
Gertrude,  taking  up  the  baby ;  "  dear  Charley  ; 
he  has  been  such  a  comfort  to  me." 

"  I  have  heard  all  about  you  daily  from  him," 
said  Harry. 

"  I  know  you  have — and  he  is  daily  talking  of 
you,  Harry.  And  so  he  should  do ;  so  we  all 
should  do.  What  a  glorious  change  this  is  for 
him,  is  it  not,  Harry?" 

Charley  by  this  time  had  torn  himself  away 
from  Mr.  Snape  and  the  nav\T.es,  and  transferred 
the  whole  of  his  official  zeal  and  energies  to  the 
Weights  and  Measures.  The  manner  and  reason 
of  this  must,  however,  be  explained  in  a  subse- 
quent chapter. 

"  Yes,"  said  Harry,  "  he  has  certainly  got  into 
a  better  office.'' 

"  And  he  will  do  well  there." 

"I  am  sure  he  will.  It  was  impossible  he 
should  do  well  at  that  other  place.  'No  man 
could  do  so.  He  is  c[uite  an  altered  man  now. 
The  only  fault  I  find  mth  him  is  that  he  is  so" 
full  of  his  heroes  and  heroines." 

"  So  he  is,  Harry;  he  is  always  asking  me  what 
he  is  to  do  with  some  forlorn  lady  or  gentleman. 
'  Oh,  smother  her;'  I  said  the  other  day.  '  Well,' 
said  he,  Vvith  a  melancholy  gravity,  '  I'll  try  it ; 
but  I  fear  it  won't  answer.'  Poor  Charley; 
what  a  friend  you  have  been  to  him,  Harr}^ !" 

"A  friend,"  said  Mrs.  Woodw^ard,  who  was 
still  true  to  her  adoration  for  ISTorman.    "  Indeed 
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lie  has  been  a  friend.     A  friend  to  us  all.     VTho 
is  tliere  like  him?" 

Gei*trnde  could  have  found  it  in  her  heart  to 
go  back  to  the  subject  of  old  days,  and  tell  her 
mother  that  there  was  somebody  much  better 
even  than  Harry  Norman.  But  the  present  vras 
hardly  a  time  for  such  an  assertion  of  her  own 
peculiar  opinion. 

"  Yes,  Harry,"  she  said,  "  we  have  all  much, 
too  much  to  thank  you  for.  I  have  to  thank  you 
on  his  account." 

''  Oh,  no,"  said  he,  ungraciously  ; ''  there  is  no- 
thing to  thank  me  for,  not  on  his  account.     Your 

mother  and  Captain  Cutt water "  and  then 

he  stopped  himself.  AYhat  he  meant  was  that 
he  had  sacrificed  his  little  fortune — for  at  the  time 
his  elder  brother  had  still  been  livino* — not  to 
rescue,  or  in  attempting  to  rescue  his  old  friend 
from  misfortune — not,  at  least,  because  that  man 
had  been  his  friend;  but  because  he  was  the 
husband  of  Grertrude  Woodward,  and  of  Mrs. 
lYoodward's  dausfhter.  Could  he  have  laid  bare 
his  heart,  he  would  have  declared  that  Alaric 
Tudor  owed  him  nothing,  that  he  had  never 
forgiven,  never  could  forgive,  the  Avrongs  he  had 
received  from  him ;  but  that  he  had  forg-iyen 
Alaric' s  wife ;  and  that  ha\dng  done  so  in  the 
tenderness  of  his  heart,  he  had  been  read}^  to  giA^e 
up  all  that  he  possessed  for  her  protection.  He 
would  have  spared  Gertrude  what  -pain  he  could; 

VOL.   III.  N 
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but  he  would  not  lie,  and  speak  of  Alaric  Tudor 
with  affection. 

"  But  there  is,  Harry ;  there  is,"  said  Grertrude ; 
"  much — too  much — greatly  too  much.  It  is 
that  now  weighs  me  down  more  than  anything. 
Oh  !  Harry,  how  are  we  to  pay  to  you  all  this 
money  ?  " 

"  It  is  with  Mrs.  Woodward,"  said  he,  coldly, 
"  and  Captain  Cuttwater,  not  with  me,  that  you 
should  speak  of  that.  Mr.  Tudor  owes  me 
nothing." 

"  Oh,  Harry,  Harry,"  said  she,  "  do  not  call 
him  Mr.  Tudor — pray,  pray ;  now  that  we  are 
going — now  that  we  shall  never  wound  your 
sight  again ;  do  not  call  him  Mr.  Tudor.  He  has 
done  wrong  ;  I  do  not  deny  it ;  but  which  of  us 
is  there  that  has  not  ?  " 

"It  was  not  on  that  account,"  said  he;  "I  could 
forgive  all  that." 

Grertrude  understood  him,  and  her  cheeks  and 
brow  became  tinged  with  red.  It  was  not  from 
shame,  nor  yet  wholly  from  a  sense  of  anger,  but 
mingled  feelings  filled  her  heart ;  feelings  which 
she  could  in  nowise  explain.  "  If  you  have  for- 
given him  that " — she  would  have  said,  had  she 
thought  it  right  to  speak  out  her  mind — "if  you 
have  forgiven  him  that,  then  there  is  nothing 
left  for  further  forgiveness." 

Gertrude  had  twice  a  better  knowledge  of  the 
world  than  he  had,  twice  a  quicker  perception  of 
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how  tilings  were  going,  and  should  be  made  to 
go.  She  saw  that  it  was  useless  to  refer  further 
to  her  husband.  Norman  had  come  there  at  her 
request  to  say  adieu  to  her ;  that  she  and  he,  who 
had  been  friends  since  she  was  a  child,  might  see 
each  other  before  they  were  separated  for  ever  by 
half  a  world,  and  that  they  might  part  in  love 
and  charity.  She  would  be  his  sister-in-law,  he 
would  be  son  to  her  mother,  husband  to  her 
Linda ;  he  had  been,  though  he  now  denied  it, 
her  husband's  staunchest  friend  in  his  extremity ; 
and  it  would  have  added  greatly  to  the  bitterness 
of  her  departure  had  she  been  forced  to  go  with- 
out speaking  to  him  one  kindly  word.  The 
opportunity  was  given  to  her,  and  she  would  not 
utterly  mar  its  sweetness  by  insisting  on  his  in- 
justice to  her  husband. 

They  all  remained  silent  for  a  while,  during 
which  Grertrude  fondled  her  baby,  and  Norman 
produced  before  the  elder  boy  some  present  that 
he  had  brought  for  him. 

"  Now,  Alley,"  said  Mrs.  Woodward,  ''  you're 
a  made  man  ;  won't  that  do  beautifully  to  play 
with  on  board  the  big  ship  ?" 

"  And  so,  Harry,  you  have  given  up  official 
life  altogether,"  said  Gertrude. 

"  Yes,"  said  he — "  the  last  day  of  the  last 
year  saw  my  finale  at  the  Weights  and  Measm-es. 
I  did  not  live  long — officially — to  enjoy  my  pro- 
motion.    I  almost  wish  myself  back  again." 

*'  You'll  go  in  on  melting  days,  like  the  retired 
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tallow  chandler,"  said  Grertrude  ;  "  but,  joking 
apart,  I  wish  you  joy  on  your  freedom  from 
thraldom ;  a  government  office  in  Englaiid  is 
thraldom.  If  a  man  were  to  give  his  work  only, 
it  would  be  well.  All  men  who  have  to  live  by 
labour  must  do  that ;  but  a  man  has  to  give  his 
self  as  well  as  his  work ;  to  sacrifice  his  indivi- 
duality ;  to  become  body  and  soul  a  part  of  a 
lumbering  old  machine." 

This  hardly  came  well  from  Grertrude,  seeing 
that  Alaric  at  any  rate  had  never  been  required 
to  sacrifice  any  of  his  individuality.  But  she 
was  determined  to  hate  all  the  antecedents  of  his 
life,  as  though  those  antecedents,  and  not  the 
laxity  of  his  own  principles,  had  brought  about 
his  ruin.  She  was  prepared  to  live  entirely  for 
the  future,  and  to  look  back  on  her  London  life 
as  bad,  tasteless,  and  demoralizing.  England  to 
her  was  no  longer  a  glorious  country  ;  for  Eng- 
land's laws  had  made  a  felon  of  her  husband. 
She  would  go  to  a  new  land,  new  hopes,  new 
ideas,  new  freedom,  new  work,  new  life,  and  a 
new  ambition.  Excelsior  !  there  was  no  lono-er 
an  excelsior  left  for  talent  and  perseverance  in 
this  effete  country.  She  and  hers  would  soon  find 
room  for  their  energies  in  a  younger  land ;  and 
^s  she  went,  she  could  not  but  pity  those  whom 
she  left  behind.  Her  reasoning  was  hardly 
logical,  but,  perhaps,  it  was  not  unfortunate. 

"  Eor  myself,"  said  Norman,  not  quite  follow- 
ing all  this — "  I  always  liked  the  Ci\dl  Service, 


MILLBANK.  269 

and  now  I  leave  it  with  a  sort  of  regret.  I  am 
quite  glad  that  Charley  has  my  old  desk  ;  it  will 
keep  up  a  sort  of  tie  between  me  and  the  place." 

"  Wliat  does  Linda  say  about  it,  mama  ?  " 

"  Linda  and  I  are  both  of  Harry's  way  of 
thinking,"  said  Mrs.  Woodward,  "because 
Norman's  Grrove  is  such  a  distance." 

"  Distance  !  "  repeated  Grertrude,  with  some- 
thing of  sorrow,  but  more  of  scorn  in  her  tone. 
"  Distance,  mama !  why  you  can  get  to  her 
between  breakfast  and  dinner ;  think  where 
Melbourne  is,  mama !" 

"  It  has  nearly  broken  my  heart  to  think  of 
it,"  said  Mrs.  Woodward. 

"  And  you  will  still  have  Linda,  mama,  and 
our  darling  Katie,  and  Harry,  and  dear  Charley. 
If  the  idea  of  distance  should  frighten  any  one 
it  is  me.  But  nothing  shall  frighten  me  w^hile 
I  have  my  husband  and  children.  Harry,  you 
must  not  let  mama  be  too  often  alone  when  some 
other  knight  shall  have  come  and  taken  away 
Katie." 

''We  will  take  her  to  Norman's  Grove  for 
good  and  all,  if  she  will  let  us,"  said  Harry. 

And  now  the  time  came  for  them  to  part. 
Harry  was  to  say  good  bye  to  her,  and  then  to  see 
her  no  more.  Early  on  the  following  morning 
Grertrude  was  to  go  to  Hampton  and  see  Katie 
for  the  last  time ;  to  see  Katie  for  the  last 
time,  and  the  cottage,  and  the  shining  river,  and 
all  the  well-known  objects  among  which  she  had 
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passed  lier  life.  To  Mrs.  Woodward,  to  Linda, 
and  Katie,  all  this  was  subject  of  inexpressible 
melancholy ;  but  with  Gertrude  every  feeling  of 
romance  seemed  to  have  been  absorbed  by  the 
realities  of  life.  She  would,  of  course,  go  to  Katie 
and  give  her  a  farewell  embrace,  since  Katie  was 
still  too  weak  to  come  to  her  ;  she  would  say  fare- 
well to  Uncle  Bat,  to  whom  she  and  Alaric  owed 
so  much  ;  she  would  doubtless  shed  a  tear  or  two, 
and  feel  some  emotion  at  parting,  even  from  the 
inanimate  associations  of  her  youth  ;  but  all  this 
would  now  impress  no  lasting  sorrow  on  her. 

She  was  eager  to  be  off,  eager  for  her  new 
career,  eager  that  he  should  stand  on  a  soil  where 
he  could  once  more  face  his  fellow- creatures  with- 
out shame.  She  panted  to  put  thousands  of 
leagues  of  ocean  between  him  and  his  disgrace. 

On  the  following  morning  Gertrude  was  to  go 
to  Hampton  for  two  hours,  and  then  to  return  to 
Millbank,  with  her  mother  and  sister,  for  whose 
accommodation  a  bed  had  been  hired  in  the 
neighbourhood.  On  that  evening  Alaric  would 
be  released  from  his  prison ;  and  then  before  day- 
break on  the  following  day  they  were  to  take 
their  way  to  the  far-off  docks,  and  place  them- 
selves on  board  the  vessel  which  was  to  carry 
them  to  their  distant  home. 

"  God  bless  you,  Gertrude,"  said  Norman, 
whose  eyes  were  not  dry. 

"  God  Almighty  bless  you,  Harry,  you  and 
Linda — and   make  you   happy.     If  Linda  does 
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not  write  constantly,  very  constantly,  you  must 
do  it  for  her.  We  have  delayed  the  happiness  of 
your  marriage,  Harry — you  must  forgive  us  that, 
as  well  as  all  our  other  trespasses.  I  fear  Linda 
will  never  forgive  that." 

"  You  won't  find  her  unmerciful  on  that  score," 
said  he.     ''  Dear  Grertrude,  good  bye." 

She  put  up  her  face  to  him,  and  he  kissed 
her,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life.  "  He  bade  me 
give  you  his  love,"  said  she,  in  her  last  whisper  ; 
"  I  must,  you  know,  do  his  bidding." 

Norman's  heart  palpitated  so  that  he  could 
hardly  compose  his  voice  for  his  last  answer ; 
but  even  then  he  would  not  be  untrue  to  his 
inexorable  obstinacy  ;  he  could  not  send  his  love 
to  a  man  he  did  not  love.  "  Tell  him,"  said  he, 
"  that  he  has  mv  sincerest  wishes  for  success, 
wherever  he  may  be ;  and  Grertrude,  I  need  hardly 
say" — ^but  he  could  get  no  farther. 

And  so  they  parted. 


CHAPTEE  XY. 

THE    CRIMINAL    POPULATION    IS    DISPOSED    OF. 

Before  we  put  Alaric  on  board  the  ship  which 
is  to  take  him  away  from  the  land  in  which  he 
might  have  run  so  exalted  a  career,  we  must  say 
one  word  as  to  the  fate  and  fortunes  of  his  old 
friend  TJndy  Scott.  This  gentleman  lias  not  been 
represented  in  our  pages  as  an  amiable  or  high- 
minded  person.  He  has  indeed  been  the  bad 
spirit  of  the  tale,  the  Seeva  of  our  mythology, 
the  devil  that  has  led  our  hero  into  temptation, 
the  incarnation  of  evil,  which  it  is  always  neces- 
sary that  the  novelist  should  have  personified  in 
one  of  his  characters  to  enable  him  to  bring 
about  his  misfortunes,  his  tragedies,  and  various 
requisite  catastrophes.  Scott  had  his  Varney 
and  such  like ;  Dickens,  his  Bill  Sykes  and  such 
like;  all  of  whom  are  properly  disposed  of  before 
the  end  of  those  volumes  in  which  are  described 
their  respective  careers.  I  have  ventured  to  in- 
troduce to  my  readers,  as  my  devil,  Mr. 
Undy  Scott,  M.P.,  for  the  Tillietudlem  district 
burghs ;  and  I  also  feel  myself  bound  to  dis- 
pose of  him,  though  of  him  I  regret  I  cannot 
make  so  decent  an  end  as  was  done  with  Sir 
Richard  Yarney  and  Bill  Sykes. 
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He  deserves,  however,  as  severe  a  fate  as 
either  of  those  heroes.  With  the  former  we 
will  not  attempt  to  compare  him,  as  the  vices 
and  devilry  of  the  days  of  Queen  Elizabeth  are 
in  no  way  similar  to  those  in  which  we  indulge ; 
but  with  Bill  Sykes  we  may  contrast  him,  as 
they  flourished  in  the  same  era,  and  had  their 
points  of  similitude,  as  well  as  their  points  of 
difference. 

They  were  apparently  both  born  to  prey  on 
their  own  species  ;  they  both  resolutely  adhered 
to  a  fixed  rule  that  they  would  in  nowise  earn 
their  bread,  and  to  a  rule  equally  fixed  that, 
though  they  would  earn  no  bread,  they  would 
consume  much.  They  w^ere  both  of  them  blessed 
with  a  total  absence  of  sensibility  and  an  utter 
disregard  to  the  pain  of  others,  and  had  no  other 
use  for  a  heart  than  that  of  a  machine  for  main- 
taining the  circulation  of  the  blood.  It  is  but 
little  to  say  that  neither  of  them  ever  acted  on 
principle,  on  a  knowledge,  that  is,  of  right  and 
wrong,  and  a  selection  of  the  right;  in  their 
studies  of  the  science  of  evil  they  had  progressed 
much  further  than  this,  and  had  taught  them- 
selves to  believe  that  that  which  other  men 
called  virtue  was,  on  its  own  account,  to  be  re- 
garded as  mawkish,  insipid,  and  useless  for 
such  purposes  as  the  acquisition  of  money  or 
pleasui'e ;  whereas  vice  was,  on  its  own  account, 
to  be  preferred,  as  offering  the  only  road  to  those 
things  which  they  were  desirous  of  possessing. 

N    3 
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So  far  there  was  a  great  resemblance  between 
Bill  Sykes  and  Mr.  Scott;  but  then  came  the 
points  of  difference,  which  must  give  to  the 
latter  a  great  pre-eminence  in  the  eyes  of  that 
master  whom  they  had  both  so  worthily  served. 
Bill  could  not  boast  the  merit  of  selecting  the 
course  which  he  had  run;  he  had  served  the 
Devil,  having  had,  as  it  were,  no  choice  in  the 
matter ;  he  was  born  and  bred  and  educated  an 
evildoer,  and  could  hardly  have  deserted  from  the 
colours  of  his  great  Captain,  without  some  spi- 
ritual interposition  to  enable  him  to  do  so.  To 
Undy  a  warmer  reward  must  surely  be  due  :  he 
had  been  placed  fairly  on  the  world's  surface,  with 
power  to  choose  between  good  and  bad,  and  had 
deliberately  taken  the  latter ;  to  him  had,  at  any 
rate,  been  explained  the  theory  of  meum  and  tiimn, 
and  he  had  resolved  that  he  liked  timm  better 
than  meum ;  he  had  learnt  that  there  is  a  Grod 
ruling  over  us,  and  a  Devil  hankering  after  us, 
and  had  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  belong 
to  the  latter.  Bread  and  water  would  have  come 
to  him  naturally  without  any  villany  on  his  part, 
ay,  and  meat  and  milk,  and  wine  and  oil,  the  fat 
things  of  the  world;  but  he  elected  to  be  a 
villain;  he  liked  to  do  the  Devil's  bidding. — 
Surely  he  was  the  better  servant ;  surely  he  shall 
have  the  richer  reward. 

And  yet  poor  Bill  Sykes,  for  whom  here  I 
would  willingly  say  a  word  or  two,  could  I,  by 
so  saying,  mitigate  the  wrath  against  him,  is  al- 
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ways  held  as  the  more  detestable  scoundrel. 
Lady,  yon  now  know  them  both.  Is  it  not  the 
fact,  that,  knowing  him  as  you  do,  you  could 
spend  a  pleasant  hour  enough  with  Mr.  Scott 
sitting  next  to  him  at  dinner,  whereas  your 
blood  would  creep  mthin  you,  your  hair  would 
stand  on  end,  your  voice  would  stick  in  your 
throat,  if  you  were  suddenly  told  that  Bill  Sykes 
was  in  your  presence  ? 

Poor  Bill !  I  have  a  sort  of  love  for  him,  as 
he  walks  about,  wretched  with  that  dog  of  his, 
though  I  know  that  it  is  necessary  to  hang  him. 
Yes,  Bill ;  I,  your  friend,  cannot  gainsay  that, 
must  acknowledge  that.  Hard  as  the  case  may 
be,  you  must  be  hung ;  hung  out  of  the  way  of 
further  mischief:  my  spoons,  my  wife's  throat, 
my  children's  brains,  demand  that.  You,  Bill, 
and  polecats,  and  such  like,  must  be  squenched 
when  we  can  come  across  you,  seeing  that  you 
make  yourself  so  universally  disagreeable.  It 
is  your  ordained  nature  to  be  disagreeable  ;  you 
plead  silently.  I  know  it ;  I  admit  the  hardship 
of  your  ease  ;  but  still,  my  Bill,  self-preservation 
is  the  first  law  of  nature.  You  must  be  hung. 
But  while  hanging  you,  I  admit  that  you  are 
more  sinned  against  than  sinning.  There  is 
another.  Bill,  another,  who  will  surely  take 
account  of  this  in  some  way,  though  it  is  not 
for  me  to  tell  you  how. 

Yes,  I  hang  Bill  Sykes  with  soft  regret ;  but 
with  what  a  savage  joy,  with  what  exultation  of 
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lieart,  witli  what  alacrity  of  eager  soul,  with  what 
aptitude  of  mind  to  the  deed,  would  I  hang  my 
friend,  Undy  Scott,  the  member  of  Parliament 
for  the  Tillietudlem  burghs,  if  I  could  but  get 
at  his  throat  for  such  a  purpose.  Hang  him  1 
ay,  as  high  as  Haman  !  In  this  there  would  be 
no  regret,  no  vacillation  of  purpose,  no  doubt 
as  to  the  propriety  of  the  sacrifice,  no  feeling 
that  I  was  so  treating  him,  not  for  his  own  de- 
sert, but  for  my  advantage. 

We  hang  men,  I  believe,  with  this  object  only, 
that  we  should  deter  others  from  crime  ;  but  in 
hanging  Bill,  we  shall  hardly  deter  his  brother. 
Dick  Sykes  must  look  to  crime  for  his  bread, 
seeing  that  he  has  been  so  educated,  seeing  that 
we  have  not  yet  taught  him  another  trade. 

But  if  I  could  hang  Undy  Scott,  I  think  I 
should  deter  some  others.  The  figure  of  Undy 
swinging  from  a  gibbet  at  the  broad  end  of 
Lombard  Street  would  have  an  effect.  Ah  !  my 
fingers  itch  to  be  at  the  rope. 

Tate,  however,  and  the  laws  are  averse.  To 
gibbet  him,  in  one  sense,  would  have  been  my 
privilege,  had  I  drank  deeper  from  that  Castalian 
rill  whose  dark  waters  are  tinged  with  the  gall 
of  poetic  indignation  ;  but  as  in  other  sense  I 
may  not  hang  him,  I  will  tell  how  he  was  driven 
from  his  club,  and  how  he  ceased  to  number 
himself  among  the  legislators  of  his  country. 

Undy  Scott,  among  his  other  good  qualities, 
possessed  an  enormous  quantity  of  that  which 
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schoolboys  in  these  da3^s  ciill  "  cheek."  He  was 
not  easily  browbeaten  ;  and  was  generally  pre- 
pared to  browbeat  others.  Mr.  ChafFanbrass  cer- 
tainly did  get  the  better  of  him  ;  but  then  Mr. 
Chaftanbrass  was  on  his  own  dunghill.  Could 
Undy  Scott  have  had  Mr.  ChafFanbrass  down 
at  the  clubs,  there  would  have  been,  perhaps, 
another  tale  to   tell. 

Grive  me  the  cock  that  can  crow  in  any  yard ; 
such  cocks,  however,  we  know  are  scarce.  Undy 
Scott,  as  he  left  the  Old  Bailey,  was  aware  that  he 
had  cut  a  sorry  figure,  and  felt  that  he  must  imme- 
diately do  something  to  put  himself  right  again^ 
at  any  rate  before  his  portion  of  the  world.  He 
must  perform  some  exploit  uncommonly  cheeky, 
in  order  to  cover  his  late  discomfiture.  To  get. 
the  better  of  Mr.  ChafFanbrass  at  the  Old  Bailey 
had  been  beyond  him;  but  lie  might  yet  do 
something  at  the  clubs  to  set  aside  the  unani- 
mous verdict  which  had  been  given  against  him 
in  the  city.  Nay,  he  must  do  something,  unless 
he  was  prepared  to  go  to  the  wall  utterly,  and 
at  once. 

Going  to  the  wall  with  Undy  would  mean 
absolute  ruin ;  he  lived  but  on  the  cheekiness  of 
his  gait  and  habits  ;  he  had  become  member  of 
Parliament,  government  official,  railway  director, 
and  club  aristocrat,  merely  by  dint  of  cheek.  He 
had  now  received  a  great  blow ;  he  had  stood 
before  a  crowd,  and  been  annihilated  by  the 
better  cheek  of  Mr.  ChafFanbrass,  and,  therefore. 
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it  belioved  liim  at  once  to  do  sometliing.  When 
the  perfume  of  the  rose  grows  stale,  the  flower  is 
at  once  thrown  aside,  and  carried  off  as  foul  refuse. 
It  behoved  Undy  to  see  that  his  perfume  was 
maintained  in  its  purity,  or  he,  too,  would  be 
carried  ofl*. 

The  club  to  which  Undy  more  especially 
belonged  was  called  the  Downing ;  and  of  this 
Alaric  was  also  a  member,  having  been  intro- 
duced into  it  by  his  friend.  Here  had  Alaric  spent 
by  far  too  many  of  the  hours  of  his  married  life, 
and  had  become  well-known  and  popular.  At  the 
time  of  his  conviction  the  summer  was  far  ad- 
vanced ;  it  was  then  August ;  but  Parliament 
was  still  sitting,  and  there  were  sufficient  club 
men  remaining  in  London  to  create  a  daily 
gathering  at  the  Downing. 

On  the  day  following  that  on  which  the  ver- 
dict was  found,  Undy  convened  a  special  com- 
mittee of  the  club,  in  order  that  he  might 
submit  to  it  a  proposition  which  he  thought  it 
indispensable  should  come  from  him — so,  at 
least,  he  declared.  The  committee  did  assemble, 
and  Avhen  Undy  met  it,  he  saw  among  the  faces 
before  him  not  a  few  with  whom  he  would 
willingly  have  dispensed.  However,  he  had 
come  there  to  exercise  his  cheek ;  no  one  there 
should  cow  him;  the  wig  of  Mr.  Chaffanbrass 
was,  at  any  rate,  absent. 

And  so  he  submitted  his  proposition.  I  need 
not  trouble  my  readers  with  the  neat  little  speech 
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in  whicli  it  was  made.  TJndy  was  true  to  him- 
self, and  tlie  speech  was  neat.  The  proposition 
was  this  :  that  as  he  had  unfortunately  been  the 
means  of  introducing  Mr.  Alaric  Tudor  to  the 
club,  he  considered  it  to  be  his  duty  to  suggest 
that  the  name  of  that  gentleman  should  be  struck 
off  the  books.  He  then  expressed  his  unmitigated 
disgust  at  the  crime  of  which  Tudor  had  been 
found  guilty,  uttered  some  nice  little  platitudes 
in  the  cause  of  virtue,  and  expressed  a  hope 
''  that  he  might  so  far  refer  to  a  personal  mat- 
ter as  to  say  that  his  father's  family  would 
take  care  that  the  lady,  whose  fortune  had  been 
the  subject  of  the  trial,  should  not  lose  one 
penny  through  the  dishonesty  of  her  trustee." 

Oh,  Undy,  as  high  as  Haman,  if  I  could  !  as 
high  as  Haman  !  and  if  not  in  Lombard  Street, 
then  on  that  open  ground  where  Waterloo  Place 
bisects  Pall  Mall,  so  that  all  the  clubs  might  see 
thee  ! 

"  He  would  advert,"  he  said,  "  to  one  other 
matter,  though,  perhaps,  his  doing  so  was  unne- 
cessary. It  was  probably  known  to  them  all 
that  he  had  been  a  witness  at  the  late  trial :  an 
iniquitous  attempt  had  been  made  by  the  pri- 
soner's counsel  to  connect  his  name  with  the 
prisoner's  guilt.  They  all  too  well  knew  the 
latitude  allowed  to  lawyers  in  the  criminal  courts, 
to  pay  much  attention  to  this.  Had  he  "  (Undy 
Scott)  "  in  any  way  infringed  the  laws  of  his 
country,  he  was  there  to  answer  for  it.     But  he 
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would  go  further  tlian  tins,  and  declare  tliat  if 
any  member  of  tliat  club  doubted  bis  probity  in 
tlie  matter,  lie  was  perfectly  willing  to  submit  to 
such  member  documents  wbicli  would — &c.,  &c." 

He  finished  bis  speech,  and  an  awful  silence 
reigned  around  him.  No  enthusiastic  ardour 
welcomed  the  well-loved  TJndy  back  to  his  club, 
and  comforted  him  after  the  rough  usage  of  the 
unpolished  ChaflPanbrass.  No  ten  or  twenty 
voices  combined  expressed,  by  their  clamorous 
negation  of  the  last  proposed  process,  that  their 
TJndy  was  above  reproach.  The  eyes  around 
looked  into  him  with  no  friendly  alacrity.  Undy, 
Undy,  more  cheek  still,  still  more  cheek,  or  yon 
are  surely  lost. 

"If,"  said  he  in  a  well-assumed  indignant 
tone  of  injured  innocence,  "  there  be  any  in  the 
club  who  do  suspect  me  of  anything  unbecoming 
a  gentleman  in  this  affair,  I  am  willing  to  retire 
from  it  till  the  matter  shall  have  been  investi- 
gated ;  but  in  such  case  I  demand  that  the 
investigation  be  immediate." 

Oh,  Undy,  TJndy,  the  supply  of  cheek  is  not 
bad ;  it  is  all  but  unlimited ;  but  yet  it  suffices 
thee  not.  "  Can  there  be  positions  in  this  mo- 
dern West  End  world  of  mine,"  thought  TJndy 
to  himself,  "  in  which  cheek,  unbounded  cheek, 
will  not  suffice  ?"  Oh,  TJndy,  they  are  rare  ;  but 
still  there  are  such,  and  this,  unfortunately  for 
thee,  seemeth  to  be  one  of  them. 

And  then  up  got  a  discreet  old  baronet,  one 
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who  movetli  not  often  in  the  affairs  around  him, 
but  who,  when  he  moveth,  stirreth  many  waters, 
a  man  of  broad  acres,  and  a  quiet,  well-assured 
fame,  which  has  grown  to  him  without  his 
seeking  it,  as  barnacles  grow  to  the  stout  keel 
when  it  has  been  long  a-swimming ;  him,  of 
all  men,  would  Undy  have  wished  to  see  uncon- 
cerned with  these  matters. 

.  Not  in  many  words,  nor  eloquent  did  Sir 
Thomas  speak.  "  He  felt  it  his  duty,"  he  said, 
"  to  second  the  proposal  made  by  Mr.  Scott  for 
removing  Mr.  Tudor  from  amongst  them. 
He  had  watched  this  trial  with  some  care,  and 
he  pitied  Mr.  Tudor  from  the  bottom  of  his 
heart.  He  would  not  have  thought  that  he 
could  have  felt  so  strong  a  sympathy  for  a  man 
convicted  of  dishonesty.  But  Mr.  Tudor  had 
been  convicted,  and  he  must  incur  the  penalties 
of  his  fault.  One  of  these  penalties  must,  un- 
doubtedly, be  his  banishment  from  this  club. 
He  therefore   seconded  Mr.  Scott's  proposal." 

He  then  stood  silent  for  a  moment,  having 
finished  that  task ;  but  yet  he  did  not  sit  down. 
Why,  oh,  why  does  he  not  sit  down?  why,  oh 
TJndy,  does  he  thus  stand,  looking  at  the  surface 
of  the  table  on  which  he  is  leaning  ? 

"And  now,"  he  said,  "he  had  another  pro- 
position to  make ;  and  that  was  that  Mr.  Un- 
decimus  Scott  should  also  be  expelled  from  the 
club,"  and  having  so  spoken,  in  a  voice  of  unusual 
energy,  he  then  sat  down. 
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And  now,  Undy,  you  may  as  well  pack  up,  and 
be  off  without  further  fuss,  to  Boulogne,  Ostend, 
or  some  such  idle  Elysium,  with  such  money 
scrapings  as  you  may  be  able  to  collect  together. 
No  importunity  will  avail  thee  anything  against 
the  judges  and  jurymen  who  are  now  trying  thee. 
One  word  from  that  silent  old  baronet  was  worse 
to  thee  than  all  that  Mr.  Chaffanbrass  could  say. 
Come  !  pack  up,  and  begone. 

But  he  was  still  a  member  of  Parliament. 
The  Parliament,  however,  was  about  to  be  dis- 
solved, and,  of  course,  it  would  be  useless  for  him 
to  stand  again ;  he,  like  Mr.  M^'Buffer,  had  had 
his  spell  of  it,  and  he  recognised  the  necessity  of 
vanishing.  He  at  first  thought  that  his  life  as 
a  legislator  might  be  allowed  to  come  to  a  natural 
end,  that  he  might  die  as  it  were  in  his  bed, 
without  suffering  the  acute  pain  of  applying  for 
the  Chiltern  Hundreds.  In  this,  however,  he 
found  himself  wrong.  The  injured  honour  of  all 
the  Tillietudlemites  rose  against  him  with  one 
indignant  shout ;  and  a  rumour,  a  horrid  rumour 
of  a  severer  fate  met  his  ears.  He  applied  at  once 
for  the  now  coveted  sinecure, — and  was  refused. 
Her  Majesty  could  not  consent  to  entrust  to  him 

the  duties  of  the  situation  in  question ;  and 

in  lieu  thereof  the  House  expelled  him  by  its 
unanimous  voice. 

And  now,  indeed,  it  was  time  for  him  to  pack 
and  begone.  He  was  now  liable  to  the  vulgarest 
persecution  from  the  vulgar  herd ;  his  very  tailor 
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and  bootmaker  would  beleaguer  him,  and  coarse 
unwashed  bailiffs  take  him  by  the  collar.  Yes, 
now  indeed,  it  was  time  to  be  off. 

And  off  he  was.  He  paid  one  fleeting  visit  to 
my  Lord  at  Cauldkale  Castle,  collecting  what 
little  he  might ;  another  to  his  honourable  wife, 
adding  some  slender  increase  to  his  little  budget, 
and  then  he  was  off.  Whither,  it  is  needless  to 
say — to  Hamburg  perhaps,  or  to  Ems,  or  the 
richer  tables  of  Homburg.  How  he  flourished 
for  a  while  with  ambiguous  success ;  how  he 
talked  to  the  young  English  tourists  of  what  he 
had  done  when  in  Parliament,  especially  for  the 
rights  of  married  women;  how  he  poked  his 
"Honourable"  card  in  every  one's  way,  and 
lugged  Lord  Graberlunzie  into  all  conversations ; 
how  his  face  became  pimply  and  his  wardrobe 
seedy ;  and  how  at  last  his  wretched  life  will  ooze 
out  from  him  in  some  dark  corner,  like  the  filthy 
juice  of  a  decayed  fungus  which  makes  hideous 
the  hidden  wall  on  which  it  bursts,  all  this  is 
unnecessary  more  particularly  to  describe.  He 
is  probably  still  living,  and  those  who  desire 
his  acquaintance  will  find  him  creeping  round 
some  gambling  table,  and  trying  to  look  as 
though  he  had  in  his  pocket  ample  means  to 
secure  those  hoards  of  money  which  men  are 
so  listlessly  raking  about.  From  our  view  he 
has  now  vanished. 

It  was  a  bitter  February  morning,  when  two 
cabs  stood  packing  themselves  at  No.  5,  Paradise 


284  THE    THREE    CLERKS. 

Row,  Millbank.  It  was  hardly  yet  six  o'clock, 
and  Paradise  Bow  was  dark  as  Erebus  ;  tliat  soli- 
tary gas-light  sticking  out  from  the  wall  of  the 
prison  only  made  darkness  visible ;  the  tallow 
candles  which  were  brought  in  and  out  with 
every  article  that  was  stuffed  under  a  seat,  or 
into  a  corner,  would  get  themselves  blown  out ; 
and  the  sleet  which  was  falling  fast  made  the 
wicks  wet,  so  that  they  could  with  difficulty  be 
relighted. 

But  at  last  the  cabs  were  packed  with  luggage, 
and  into  one  got  Grertrude  with  her  husband,  her 
baby,  and  her  mother ;  and  into  the  other 
Charley  handed  Linda,  then  Alley,  and  lastly, 
the  youthful  maiden,  who  humbly  begged  his 
pardon  as  she  stepped  up  to  the  vehicle;  and 
then,  having  given  due  directions  to  the  driver, 
he  not  without  difficulty  squeezed  himself  into 
the  remaining  space. 

Such  journeys  as  these  are  always  made  at  a 
slow  pace.  Cabmen  know  very  well  who  must 
go  fast,  and  Avho  may  go  slow.  Women  with 
children  going  on  board  an  emigrant  vessel  at 
six  o'clock  on  a  February  morning  may.  be  taken 
very  slowly.  And  very  slowly  Gertrude  and  her 
party  were  taken.  Time  had  been — nay,  it  was 
but  the  other  day — when  Alaric's  impatient  soul 
would  have  spurned  at  such  a  pace  as  this.  But 
now  he  sat  tranquil  enough.  His  wife  held  one 
of  his  hands,  and  the  other  he  pressed  against  his 
eyes,    as  though  shading  them  from  the  light. 
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Light  there  was  none,  but  he  had  not  yet  learnt 
to  face  Mrs.  Woodward  even  in  the  darkness. 

He  had  come  out  of  the  prison  on  the  day 
before,  and  had  spent  an  evening  with  her.  It 
is  needless  to  say  that  no  one  had  upbraided  him, 
that  no  one  liad  hinted  that  his  backslidings  had 
caused  all  this  present  misery,  had  brought  them 
all  to  that  wretched  cabin,  and  would  on  the 
morrow  separate,  perhaps  for  ever,  a  mother  and 
a  child  who  loved  each  other  so  dearly.  ]!^o  one 
spoke  to  him  of  this  ;  perhaps  no  one  thought  of 
it ;  he,  however,  did  so  think  of  it,  that  he  could 
not  hold  his  head  up  before  them. 

■''He  was  ill,"  Gertrude  said;  "his  long  con- 
finement had  prostrated  him ;  but  the  sea  air 
would  revive  him  in  a  clay  or  two."  And  then 
she  made  herself  busy,  and  got  the  tea  for  them, 
and  strove,  not  wholly  in  vain,  "  to  drive  dull  care 
away !" 

But  slowly  as  the  cabs  went  in  spite  of 
Charley's  vocal  execrations,  they  did  get  to  the 
docks  in  time.  Who,  indeed,  was  ever  too  late  at 
the  docks  ?  Who,  that  ever  went  there,  had  not 
to  linger,  linger,  linger,  till  every  shred  of  patience 
was  clean  worn  out?  They  got  to  the  docks  in 
time,  and  got  on  board  that  fast  sailing,  clinker 
built,  never  beaten,  always  healthy  ship,  the  Flash 
of  Lightning,  5500  tons,  A  1.  Why,  we  have 
often  wondered,  are  ships  designated  as  A  1, 
seeing  tliat  all  ships  are  of  that  class.  AVliere  is 
the    excellence,    seeing   that    all    share    it?     Of 
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course,  the  Mash  of  Lightning  was  A  1.  The 
author  has  for  years  been  looking  out,  and  has 
not  yet  found  a  ship  advertised  as  A  2,  or  even 
as  B  1.  What  is  this  catalogue  of  comparative 
excellence,  of  which  there  is  but  one  visible 
number  ? 

The  world,  we  think,  makes  a  great  mistake 
on  the  subject  of  saying,  or  acting,  farewell. 
The  word  or  deed  should  partake  of  the  sudden- 
ness of  electricity,  but  we  all  drawl  through  it  at 
a  snail's  pace.  We  are  supposed  to  tear  ourselves 
from  our  friends  ;  but  tearing  is  a  process  which 
should  be  done  quickly.  Wliat  is  so  wretched  as 
lingering  over  a  last  kiss,  giving  the  hand  for  the 
third  time,  saying  over  and  over  again,  "  Good 
bye,  John,  God  bless  you,  and  mind  you  write  1" 
Who  has  not  seen  his  dearest  friends  standing 
round  the  window  of  a  railway  carriage,  while  the 
train  would  not  start,  and  has  not  longed  to  say 
to  them,  "Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your 
going,  but  go  at  once!"  And  of  all  such  farewells, 
the  ship's  farewell  is  the  longest  and  the  most 
dreary.  There  the  train  is  so  very  slow  in  start- 
ing, and  the  starting  is  of  such  importance,  that  a 
terribly  tedious  time  is  devoted  to  its  preparation. 
One  sits  on  a  damp  bench,  snuffing  up  the  odour 
of  oil  and  ropes,  cudgelling  one's  brains  to  think 
what  further  word  of  increased  tenderness  can  be 
spoken.  No  tenderer  word  can  be  spoken.  One 
returns  again  and  again  to  the  weather,  to  coats 
and  cloaks,  perhaps  even  to  sandwiches  and  the 
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sherry  flask.  All  effect  is  tlius  destroyed,  and  a 
trespass  is  made  even  on  the  domain  of  feeling. 

I  remember  a  line  of  poetry,  learnt  in  my 
earliest  youtli,  and  which  I  believe  to  have  ema- 
nated from  a  sentimental  Frenchman,  a  man  of 
genius,  with  whom  my  parents  were  acquainted. 
It  is  as  follows  : — 

Are  you  go  ? — Is  you  gone  ? — And  I  left !  — vera  veil ! 

Now  the  whole  business  of  a  farewell  is  con- 
tained in  that  line.  When  the  moment  comes, 
let  that  be  said;  let  that  be  said  and  felt,  and 
then  let  the  dear  ones  part. 

Mrs.  Woodward  and  Grertrude — God  bless 
them! — had  never  studied  the  subject.  They 
knew  no  better  than  to  sit  in  the  nasty  cabin,  sur- 
rounded by  boxes,  stewards,  porters,  children,  and 
abominations  of  every  kind,  holding  each  other's 
hands,  and  pressing  damp  handkerchiefs  to  their 
eyes.  The  delay,  the  lingering,  upset  even  Grer- 
trude, and  brought  her  for  a  moment  down  to  the 
usual  level  of  leave-taking  womanhood.  Alaric, 
the  meanwhile,  stood  leaning  over  the  taffrail 
with  Charley,  as  mute  as  the  fishes  beneath  him. 

"  Write  to  us  the  moment  you  get  there,"  said 
Charley.  How  often  had  the  injunction  been 
given !  "  And  now  we  had  better  get  off — you'll 
be  better  when  we  are  gone,  Alaric" — Charley 
had  some  sense  of  the  truth  about  him — "And, 
Alaric,  take  my  w^ord  for  it,  I'll  come  and  set  the 
Melbourne  Weights  and  Measures  to  rights  before 
long — I'll  com^e  and  weigh  your  gold  for  you." 
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"  We  had  better  be  going  now,"  said  Charley, 
looking  down  into  the  cabin — "they  may  let 
loose  and  be  oif  any  moment  now." 

"  Oh,  Charley,  not  yet,  not  yet,"  said  Linda, 
clinging  to  her  sister. 

"  You'll  have  to  go  down  to  the  Nore,  if  you 
stay ;  that's  all,"  said  Charley. 

And  then  again  began  the  kissing  and  the 
crying.  Yes,  ye  dear  ones — it  is  hard  to  part — 
it  is  hard  for  the  mother  to  see  the  child  of  her 
bosom  torn  from  her  for  ever ;  it  is  cruel  that 
sisters  should  be  severed ;  it  is  a  harsh  sentence 
for  the  world  to  give,  that  of  such  a  separation 
as  this.  These,  0  ye  loving  hearts,  are  the  pe- 
nalties of  love !  Those  that  are  content  to  love 
must  always  be  content  to  pay  them. 

"  Go,  mama,  go,"  said  Gertrude  ;  "  dearest, 
best,  sweetest  mother — my  own,  own  mother; 
go,  Linda,  darling  Linda.  Give  my  kindest  love 
to  Harry — Charley,  you  and  Harry  will  be  good 
to  mama,  I  know  you  will.  And  mama" — and 
then  she  whispered  to  her  mother  one  last  prayer 
in  Charley's  favour — "  She  may  love  him  now, 
indeed  she  may." 

Alaric  came  to  them  at  the  last  moment — 
"  Mrs.  Woodward,"  said  he,  "  say  that  you  forgive 
me. 

"  I  do,"  said  she,  embracing  him — "  God  knows 
that  I  do  ; — ^but,  Alaric,  remember  what  a  trea- 
sure you  possess." 

And  so  they  parted.  May  God  speed  the 
wanderers  ! 


CHAPTEE  XYI. 

THE    FATE    OF    THE    NAVVIES. 

And  now,  having  despatclied  Alaric  and  liis  wife 
and  bairns  on  their  long  journey,  we  must  go 
back  for  a  while  and  tell  how  Charley  had  been 
transformed  from  an  imprudent,  idle,  young  navvy 
into  a  well-conducted,  zealous,  young  Weights. 

Yv^hen  Alaric  was  convicted,  Charley  had,  as 
we  all  know,  belonged  to  the  Internal  Navigation ; 
when  the  six  months'  sentence  had  expired,  Char- 
ley was  in  full  blow  at  the  decorous  office  in 
Whitehall ;  and  during  the  same  period  Norman 
had  resigned  and  taken  on  himself  the  new  duties 
of  a  country  squire.  The  change  which  had  been 
made  had  affected  others  than  Charley.  It  had 
been  produced  by  one  of  those  far-stretching, 
w^orld-moving  commotions  which  now  and  then 
occur,  sometimes  twice  or  thrice  in  a  generation, 
and,  perhaps,  not  again  for  half  a  century,  causing 
timid  men  to  whisper  in  corners,  and  the  brave 
and  high-spirited  to  struggle  with  the  struggling 
waves,  so  that  when  the  storm  subsides  they  may 
be  found  floating  on  the  surface.  Amoral  earth- 
quake had  been  endured  by  a  portion  of  the  Civil 
Service  of  the  country. 

The  Internal  Navigation  had .     No,  my 

VOL.    III.  o 
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prognostic  reader,  it  had  not  been  reformed ;  no 
new  blood  bad  been  infused  into  it ;  no  attempt 
had  been  made  to  produce  a  better  discipline  by 
the  appointment  of  a  younger  secretary;  there 
had  been  no  carting  away  of  decayed  wood  in  the 
shape  of  Mr.  Snape,  or  gathering  of  rank  weeds, 
in  the  form  of  Mr.  Corkscrew ;  nothing  of  the 
kind  had  been  attempted.  No — the  disease  had 
gone  too  far  either  for  phlebotomy,  purging,  or 
cautery. — The  Internal  Navigation  had  ceased 
to  exist !  Its  demise  had  been  in  this  wise. — 
It  may  be  remembered  that  some  time  since 
Mr.  Oldeschole  had  mentioned  in  the  hearing  of 
Mr.  Snape  that  things  were  going  wrong.  Sir 
Gregory  Hardlines  had  expressed  an  adverse  opi- 
nion as  to  the  Internal  Navigation,  and  worse, 
ten  times  worse  than  that,  ther-e  had  been  an  ar- 
ticle in  the  "  Times."  Now,  we  all  know  that 
if  anything  is  ever  done  in  any  way  towards  im- 
provement in  these  days,  the  public  press  does 
it.  And  we  all  know,  also,  of  what  the  public 
press  consists.  Mr.  Oldeschole  knew  this  well, 
and  even  Mr.  Snape  had  a  glimmering  idea  of 
the  truth.  When  he  read  that  article,  Mr.  Olde- 
schole felt  that  his  days  were  numbered,  and 
Mr.  Snape,  when  he  heard  of  it,  began  to  calcu- 
late for  the  hundredth  time  to  what  highest 
amount  of  pension  he  might  be  adjudged  to  be 
entitled  by  a  liberal-minded  Treasury  minute, 

Mr.  Oldeschole  began  to  set  his  house  in  order, 
hopelessly ;  for  any  such  effort  the  time  was  gone 
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by.  It  was  too  late  for  tlie  office  to  be  so  done 
by,  and  too  late  for  Mr.  Oldescbole  to  do  it.  He 
had  no  aptitude  for  new  styles  and  modern  im- 
provements ;  be  could  not  understand  Sir  Grrego- 
ry's  code  of  rules,  and  was  dumfounded  by  tbe 
Civil- Service  requisitions  tliat  were  made  upon 
him  from  time  to  time.  Then  came  frequent 
calls  for  him  to  attend  at  Sir  Gregory's  office. 
There  a  new  broom  had  been  brought  in,  in  the 
place  of  our  poor  friend  Alaric,  a  broom  which 
seemed  determined  to  sweep  all  before  it  with 
an  unmitigable  energy.  Mr.  Oldeschole  found 
that  he  could  not  stand  at  all  before  this  young 
Hercules,  seeing  that  his  special  stall  was  consi- 
dered to  be  the  foulest  in  the  whole  range  of  the 
Augean  stables.  He  soon  saw  that  the  river  was 
to  be  turned  in  on  him,  and  that  he  was  to  be 
officially  obliterated  in  the  flood. 

The  civility  of  those  wonder-doing  demigods — 
those  Magi  of  the  Civil  Ser^dce  office — was  most 
oppressive  to  him.  When  he  got  to  the  board, 
he  was  always  treated  wdth  a  deference  which 
he  knew  was  but  a  prelude  to  barbaric  tortures. 
They  would  ask  liim  to  sit  down  in  a  beautiful 
new  leathern  arm-chair,  as  though  he  were  really 
some  great  man,  and  then  examine  him  as  they 
would  a  candidate  for  the  Custom  House,  smiling 
always,  but  looking  at  him  as  though  they  were 
determined  to  see  through  him. 

They  asked  him  all  manner  of  questions  ;  but 
there  was  one  question  which  they  put  to  him, 
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day  after  day,  for  four  days,  tliat  nearly  drove 
Mm  mad.  It  was  always  put  by  that  horrid 
young  lynx-eyed  new  commissioner,  who  sat 
there  with  his  hair  brushed  high  from  off  his 
forehead,  peering  out  of  his  capacious  excellently 
washed  shirt  collars,  a  personification  of  conscious 
official  zeal. 

"And  now,  Mr.  Oldeschoie,  if  you  have  had 
leisure  to  consider  the  question  more  fully,  per- 
haps you  can  define  to  us  what  is  the — ^hum — 
hm — the  use — hum — h-m — hm — the  exact  use 
of  the  Internal  Navigation  Office?" 

And  then  Sir  Warwick  would  2^0  on  looking 
through  his  millstone  as  though  now  he  really 
had  a  hope  of  seeing  something,  and  Sir  Gregory 
would  lean  back  in  his  chair,  and  rubbing  his 
hands  slowly  over  each  other,  like  a  great  Aki- 
netos  as  he  was,  wait  leisurely  for  Mr.  Oldes- 
choie's  answer,  or  rather  for  his  no  answer. 

What  a  question  was  this  to  ask  of  a  man 
who  had  spent  all  his  life  in  the  Internal  Navi- 
gation Office  ?  0  reader  !  should  it  chance  that 
thou  art  a  clergyman,  iniagine  what  it  would  be 
to  thee,  wert  thou  asked  what  is  the  exact  use  of 
the  Church  of  England,  and  that,  too,  by  some 
stubborn  catechist  whom  thou  wert  bound  to 
answer ;  or,  if  a  lady,  happy  in  a  husband  and 
family,  say,  what  would  be  thy  feelings  if  de- 
manded to  define  the  exact  use  of  matrimony? 
Use  !     Is  it  not  all  in  all  to  thee  ? 

Mr.  Oldeschoie  felt  a  hearty  inward  conviction 
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that  liis  office  had  been  of  very  great  use.  In 
the  first  place,  had  he  not  drawn  from  it  a  thou- 
sand a  year  for  the  last  five  and  twenty  years  ? 
had  it  not  given  maintenance  and  employment 
to  many  worthy  men  who  might  perhaps  have 
found  it  difficult  to  obtain  maintenance  else- 
where ?  had  it  not  always  been  an  office,  a  public 
office  of  note  and  reputation,  with  proper  work 
assigned  to  it  ?  The  use  of  it — the  exact  use  of 
it?  Mr.  Oldeschole  at  last  declared,  with  some 
indignation  in  his  tone,  that  he  had  been  there 
for  forty  years  and  knew  well  that  the  office  was 
very  useful;  but  that  he  would  not  undertake 
to  define  its  exact  use.  "  Thank  you,  thank  you, 
Mr.  Oldeschole — that  will  do,  I  think,"  said  the 
very  spruce  looking  new  gentleman  out  of  his 
shirt  collars. 

In  these  days  there  was  a  kind  of  prescience 
at  the  Internal  Navigation  that  somethinp- 
special  was  going  to  be  done  with  them.  Mr. 
Oldeschole  said  nothing  openly;  but  it  may  be 
presumed  that  he  did  whisper  somewhat  to  those 
of  the  seniors  around  him  in  whom  he  most 
confided.  And,  then,  his  frequent  visits  to 
Whitehall  were  spoken  of  even  by  the  most 
thoughtless  of  the  nav\des,  and  the  threatenings 
of  the  coming  storm  revealed  themselves  with 
more  or  less  distinctness  to  every  mind. 

At  last  the  thunder- cloud  broke  and  the  bolt 
fell.  Mr.  Oldeschole  was  informed  that  the 
Lords  of  the  Treasury  had  resolved  on  breaking 
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up  the  establisliment  and  providing  for  the 
duties  in  another  way.  As  the  word  duties 
passed  Sir  Grregory's  lips,  a  slight  smile  was  seen 
to  hover  round  the  mouth  of  the  new  commis- 
sioner. Mr.  Oldeschole  would,  he  was  informed, 
receive  an  official  notification  to  this  effect  on 
the  following  morning;  and  on  the  following 
morning  accordingly  a  despatch  arrived  of  great 
length,  containing  the  resolution  of  my  Lords, 
and  putting  an  absolute  extinguisher  on  the  life 
of  every  navvy. 

How  Mr.  Oldeschole,  with  tears  streaming 
down  his  cheeks,  comrdunicated  the  tidings  to 
the  elder  brethren ;  and  how  the  elder  brethren, 
with  palpitating  hearts  and  quivering  voices,  re- 
peated the  tale  to  the  listening  juniors,  it  beats 
me  now  to  describe.  The  boldest  spirits  v/ere 
then  cowed,  the  loudest  miscreants  were  then 
silenced;  there  were  but  few  gibes,  but  little 
jeering  at  the  Internal  Navigation  on  that  day ; 
though  Charley,  who  had  already  other  hopes, 
contrived  to  keep  up  his  spirit.  The  men  stood 
about  talking  in  clusters,  and  old  animosities 
were  at  an  end.  The  lamb  sat  down  with  the 
wolf,  and  Mr.  Snape  and  Dick  Scatterall  became 
quite  confidential. 

"I  knew  it  was  going  to  happen,"  said  Mr. 
Snape  to  him.  "Indeed  Mr.  Oldeschole  has 
been  consulting  us  about  it  for  some  time;  but 
I  must  own  I  did  not  think  it  would  be  so  sud- 
den; I  must  own  that." 
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"If  yoii  knew  it  was  coming,"  said  Corkscrew, 
*'wliy  didn't  you  tell  a  cliap?" 

"IVas  not  at  liberty,"  said  Mr.  Snape,  look- 
ing very  wise. 

"  We  shall  all  have  liberty  enough  now,"  said 
Scatterall ;  "I  wonder  what  they'll  do  with  us ; 
eh,  Charley?" 

"  I  believe  they  will  send  the  worst  of  us  to 
Spike  Island  or  Dartmoor  prison,"  said  Charley ; 
"but  Mr.  Snape,  no  doubt,  has  heard  and  can 
tell  us." 

"  Oh,  come,  Charley  !  It  don't  do  to  chaff 
now,"  said  a  young  na\wy,  who  was  especially 
down  in  the  mouth.  "I  wonder  will  they  do 
anything  for  a  fellow?" 

"  I  heard  my  uncle,  in  Parliament  Street,  say, 
that  when  a  chap  has  got  any  infested  interest  in 
a  thing,  they  can't  turn  him  out,"  said  Corkscrew; 
"  and  my  uncle  is  a  parliamentary  agent." 

"  Can't  they,  though,"  said  Scatterall.  "  It 
seems  to  me  that  they  mean  to,  at  any  rate; 
there  wasn't  a  word  about  pensions  or  anything 
of  that  sort,  was  there,  Mr.  Snape?" 

"  Not  a  word,"  said  Snape.  "  But  those  who 
are  entitled  to  pensions  can't  be  affected  inju- 
riously ;  as  far  as  I  can  see  they  must  give  me 
my  whole  salary.  I  don't  think  they  can  do 
less." 

"You're  all  serene  then,  Mr.  Snape,"  said 
Charley ;  "  you're  in  the  right  box.  Looking  at 
matters  in  that  hght,  Mr.  Snape,  I  think  you 
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ought  to  stand  something  handsome  in  the  shape 
of  lunch.  Come,  what  do  you  say  to  chops  and 
stout  all  round?"  Dick  will  go  over  and  order 
it  in  a  minute." 

"I  wish  you  wouldn't,  Charley,"  said  the 
navvy,  who  seemed  to  be  most  affected,  and  who, 
in  his  present  humour,  could  not  endure  a  joke. 
As  Mr.  Snape  did  not  seem  to  accede  to  Charley's 
views,  the  liberal  proposition  fell  to  the  ground. 

"  Care  killed  a  cat,"  said  Scatterall.  "  I  shan't 
break  my  heart  about  it.  I  never  liked  the  shop 
— did  you,  Charley?" 

"  Well,  I  must  say  I  think  we  have  been  very 
comfortable  here,  under  Mr.  Snape,"  said  Charley. 
"  But  if  Mr.  Snape  is  to  go,  why  the  office  cer- 
tainly would  be  deuced  dull  without  him." 

''Charley!"  said  the  broken-hearted  young 
navvy,  in  a  tone  of  reproach. 

Sorrow,  however,  did  not  take  away  their  ap- 
petite, and  as  Mr.  Snape  did  not  see  fitting 
occasion  for  providing  a  banquet,  they  clubbed 
together,  and  among  them  managed  to  get  a 
spread  of  beefsteaks,  and  porter.  Scatterall,  as 
requested,  went  across  the  Strand  to  order  it  at 
the  cook-shop,  while  Corkscrew  and  Charley  pre- 
pared the  tables.  "And,  now,  mind  it's  the 
thing,"  said  Dick,  who,  with  intimate  familiarity, 
had  penetrated  into  the  eating-house  kitchen; 
"  not  dry,  you  know,  or  too  much  done,  and  lt)ts 
of  fat." 

And,   then,  as  the   generous  viands  renewed 
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tlieir  strengtli,  and  as  tlie  potent  stout  warmed 
tlieir  blood,  happier  ideas  came  to  tliem,  and 
tliey  began  to  hope  that  the  world  was  not  all 
over.  "  Well,  I  shall  try  for  the  Customs,"  said 
the  unhappy  one,  after  a  deep  pull  at  the  pewter. 
"I  shall  try  for  the  Customs;  one  does  get 
such  stunning  feeds  for  tenpence  at  that  place  in 
Thames  Street."  Poor  youth  !  his  ideas  of  earn- 
ing his  bread  did  not  in  their  wildest  flight  spread 
beyond  the  public  offices  of  the  Civil  Service. 

Por  a  few  days  longer  they  hung  about  the 
old  office,  doing  nothing ;  how  could  men  so  cir- 
cumstanced do  anything  ? — and  waiting  for  their 
fate.  At  last  their  fate  was  announced.  Mr. 
Oldeschole  retired  with  his  full  salary.  Secreta- 
ries and  such  like  always  retire  wdtli  full  pay, 
as  it  is  necessary  that  dignity  should  be  sup- 
ported. Mr.  Snape  and  the  other  seniors  were 
pensioned,  wdth  a  careful  respect  to  their  years 
of  service ;  with  which  arrangement  they  all  of 
them  expressed  themselves  highlv  indignant^ 
and  loudly  threatened  to  bring  the  cruelty  of 
their  treatment  before  Parliament,  by  the  aid  of 
sundry  members,  who  were  supposed  to  be  on 
the  look  out  for  such  work ;  but,  as  nothing  fur- 
ther was  ever  heard  of  them,  it  may  be  presumed 
that  the  members  in  question  did  not  regard  the 
case  as  one  on  which  the  government  of  the  day 
was  sufficiently  vulnerable  to  make  it  worth  their 
while  to  trouble  themselves.  Of  the  younger 
clerks,  two  or  three,  including  the  unhappy  one, 
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were  drafted  into  other  offices;  some  others  re- 
ceived one  or  more  years'  pay,  and,  then,  tore 
themselves  away  from  the  fascinations  of  London 
life ;  among  those  was  Mr.  R.  Scatterall,  who,  in 
after  years,  will  doubtless  become  a  lawgiver  in 
Hong  Kong ;  for  to  that  colony  has  he  betaken 
himself.  Some  few  others,  more  unfortunate 
than  the  rest,  among  whom  poor  Screwey  was 
the  most  conspicuous,  were  treated  with  a  more 
absolute  rigour,  and  were  sent  upon  the  world 
portionless.  Screwey  had  been  constant  in  his 
devotion  to  pork-chops,  and  had  persisted  in 
spelling  blue  without  the  final  e.  He  was, 
therefore,  declared  unworthy  of  any  further  pub- 
lic confidence  whatever.  He  is  now  in  his 
uncle's  office  in  ParHament  Street ;  and  it  is  to 
be  hoped  that  his  peculiar  talents  may  there  be 
found  useful. 

And  so  the  Internal  Navigation  Office  came  to 
an  end,  and  the  dull,  dingy  rooms  were  vacant. 
Ruthless  men  shovelled  off"  as  waste  paper  all  the 
lock  entries  of  Avhich  Charley  had  once  been  so 
proud ;  and  the  ponderous  ledgers,  which  Mr. 
Snape  had  delighted  to  haul  about,  were  sent 
away  into  Cimmerian  darkness,  and  probably  to 
utter  destruction.  And  then  the  Internal  Navi- 
gation was  no  more 

Among  those  who  were  drafted  into  other 
offices  was  Charley,  whom  propitious  fate  took 
to  the  Weights  and  Measures.     But  it  must  not 
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be  imagined  that  chance  took  him  there.  The 
Weights  and  Measures  was  an  Elysium,  the  door 
of  which  was  never  casually  open. 

Charley  at  this  time  was  a  much  altered  man; 
not  that  he  had  become  a  good  clerk  at  his  old 
office ;  such  a  change  one  may  say  was  impos- 
sible ;  there  were  no  good  clerks  at  the  Internal 
Navigation,  and  Charley  had  so  long  been  .among 
navvies  the  most  kna\dsli  or  nav^dest,  that  any 
such  transformation  woidd  have  met  with  no 
credence ;  but  out  of  his  office  he  had  become  a 
much  altered  man.  As  Katie  had  said,  it  was 
as  though  some  one  had  come  to  him  from  the 
dead.  He  could  not  go  back  to  his  old  haunts, 
he  could  not  return  like  a  dog  to  his  vomit,  as 
long  as  he  had  that  purse  so  near  his  heart,  as 
long  as  that  voice  sounded  in  his  ear,  while 
the  memory  of  that  kiss  lingered  in  his  heart. 

He  now  told  everything  to  Grertrude,  all  his 
debts,  all  his  love,  and  all  his  despair.  There  is 
no  relief  for  sorrow  like  the  sympathy  of  a  friend, 
if  one  can  only  find  it.  But  then  the  sympathy 
must  be  real ;  mock  sympathy  always  tells  the 
truth  against  itself,  always  fails  to  deceive.  He 
told  everything  to  Grertrude,  and  by  her  counsel 
he  told  much  to  ISTorman.  He  could  not  speak 
to  him,  true  friend  as  he  was,  of  Katie  and  her 
love.  There  was  that  about  the  subject  which 
made  it  too  sacred  for  man's  ears,  too  full  of  ten- 
derness to  be  spoken  of  without  feminine  tears. 
It  was  only  in  the  little  parlour  at  Paradise  Row, 
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when  tlie  evening  had  grown  dark,  and  Grertrude 
was  sitting  with  her  baby  in  her  arms,  that  the 
boisterous  yonng  navvy  could  bring  himself  to 
speak  of  his  love. 

During  these  months  Katie's  health  had 
greatly  improved,  and  as  she  herself  had  gained 
in  strength,  she  had  gradually  begun  to  think 
that  it^was  yet  possible  for  her  to  live.  Little 
was  now  said  by  her  about  Charley,  and  not 
much  was  said  of  him  in  her  hearing ;  but  still 
she  did  learn  how  he  had  changed  his  office,  and 
vdth  his  office  his  mode  of  life ;  she  did  hear  of 
his  literary  efforts,  and  of  his  kindness  to  Ger- 
trude, and  it  would  seem  as  though  it  were 
ordained  that  his  moral  life  and  her  physical  life 
were  to  gain  streng-th  together. 


CHAPTEE    XYII. 

MR.  NOGO'S    LAST    QUESTIOX. 

EuT  at  this  time  Cliarley  was  not  idle.  Tlie 
fate  of  "  Crinoline  and  Macassar "  lias  not  yet 
been  told ;  nor  lias  that  of  the  two  rival  chief- 
tains, the  "  Baron  of  Ballyporeen  and  Sir  An- 
thony Allan  a  Dale."  These  heartrending  tales 
appeared  in  due  course,  bit  by  bit,  in  the  pages 
of  the  "Daily  Delight."  On  every  morning  of 
the  week,  Sundays  excepted,  a  page  and  a  half  of 
Charley's  narrative  was  given  to  the  expectant 
public ;  and  though  I  am  not  prepared  to  say 
that  the  public  received  the  offering  with  any 
violent  acclamations  of  applause,  that  his  name 
became  suddenly  that  of  a  great  unknoT\^l,  that 
literary  cliques  talked  about  him  to  the  exclusion 
of  other  topics,  or  that  he  rose  famous  one  morn- 
ing as  Byron  did  after  the  publication  of  the 
Corsair,  nevertheless  something  was  said  in 
his  praise.  The  "  Daily  Delight,"  on  the  whole, 
Vv^as  rather  belittled  by  its  grander  brethren  of 
the  press,  but  a  word  or  two  vras  said  here  and 
there  to  exempt  Charley's  fictions  from  the  gene- 
ral pooh-poohing  v/ith  which  the  remainder  of 
the  publication  was  treated. 

Success,  such  as  this  even,  is  dear  to  the  mind 
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of  a  young  author,  and  Charley  began  to  feel 
that  he  had  done  something.  The  editor  was 
proportionably  civil  to  him,  and  he  was  en- 
couraged to  commence  a  third  historiette. 

"  We  have  polished  off  poison  and  petticoats 
pretty  well,"  said  the  editor.  ^'  What  do  you 
say  now  to  something  political?" 

Charley  had  no  objection  in  Kfe. 

"  This  divorce  bill,  now — we  could  have  half 
a  dozen  married  couples  all  separating,  getting 
rid  of  their  ribs  and  buckling  again,  helter-skel- 
ter, every  man  to  somebody  else's  wife ;  and 
the  parish  parson  refusing  to  do  the  work ;  just 
to  show  the  immorality  of  the  thing." 

Charley  said  he'd  think  about  it. 

"Or  the  Danubian  Principalities  and  the 
French  alliance — could  you  manage  now  to  lay 
your  scene  in  Constantinople  ? " 

Charley  doubted  whether  he  could. 

"  Or  perhaps  India  is  the  thing.  The  Cawn- 
pore  massacre  would  work  up  into  any  lengths 
you  pleased.  You  could  get  a  file  of  the  '  Times,' 
you  know,  for  your  facts." 

But  while  the  editor  was  giving  these  various 
valuable  hints  as  to  the  author's  future  subjects, 
the  author  himself,  with  base  mind,  was  thinking  - 
how  much  he  should  be  paid  for  his  past  labours. 
At  last  he  ventured,  in  the  mildest  manner,  to 
allude  to  the  subject. 

"Payment !"  said  the  editor. 

Charley  said  that  he  had  understood  that  there 
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was  to  be  some  fixed  scale  of  pay ;  so  much  per 
sheet,  or  something  of  that  sort. 

''Undoubtedly  there  will,"  said  the  editor; 
"  and  those  who  will  have  the  courage  and  per- 
severance to  work  through  with  us,  till  the  pub- 
lication has  obtained  that  wide  popularity  which 
it  is  sure  to  achieve,  will  doubtless  be  paid,  be 
paid  as  no  writers  for  any  periodical  in  this 
metropohs  have  ever  yet  been  paid.  But  at 
present,  Mr.  Tudor,  you  really  must  be  aware 
that  it  is  quite  out  of  the  question." 

Charley  had  not  the  courage  and  perseverance 
to  work  through  with  the  "  Daily  Delight "  till  it 
had  achieved  its  promised  popularity,  and  conse- 
quently left  its  ranks  like  a  dastard.  He  consult- 
ed both  Grertrude  and  Xorman  on  the  subject,  and 
on  their  advice  set  himself  to  work  on  his  own 
bottom.  "You  may  perhaps  manage  to  fly  alone," 
said  Gertrude ;  ''but  you  will  find  it  very  difficult 
to  fly  if  you  tie  the  whole  weight  of  the  "  Daily 
Delight "  under  your  wings."  So  Charley  pre- 
pared himself  for  sohtary  soaring. 

While  he  was  thus  working,  the  time  arrived 
at  which  Norman  was  to  leave  his  office,  and  it 
occurred  to  him  that  it  might  be  possible  that 
he  should  bequeath  his  vacancy  to  Charley.  He 
went  himself  to  Sir  Grregory,  and  explained,  not 
only  his  own  circumstances,  and  his  former 
friendship  with  Alaric  Tudor,  but  also  the  re- 
lationship between  Alaric  and  Charley.  He  then 
learnt,  in  the  strictest  confidence  of  course,  that 
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tlie  doom  of  the  Internal  Navigation  had  just 
been  settled,  and  that  it  would  be  necessary  to 
place  in  other  offices  those  young  men  who  could 
in  any  way  be  regarded  as  worth  their  salt,  and, 
after  considerable  manoeuvring,  had  it  so  ar- 
ranged that  the  ne'er-do-well  young  navvie 
should  recommence  his  official  life  under  better 
auspices. 

Nor  did  Charley  come  in  at  the  bottom  of  his 
office  ;  but  was  allowed  by  some  inscrutable  order 
of  the  great  men  who  arranged  those  things  to 
take  a  position  in  the  Weights  and  Measures 
equal  in  seniority  and  standing  to  that  which  he 
had  held  at  the  Navigation,  and  much  higher,  of 
course  in  pay.  There  is  an  old  saying,  which 
the  unenlightened  credit,  and  which  declares  that 
that  which  is  sauce  for  the  goose  is  sauce  also  for 
the  gander.  Nothing  put  into  a  proverb  since  the 
days  of  Solomon  was  ever  more  untrue.  That 
which  is  sauce  for  the  goose  is  not  sauce  for  the 
gander,  and  especially  is  not  so  in  official  life. 
Poor  Screwey  vv^as  the  goose,  and  certainly  got 
the  sauce  best  suited  to  him  when  he  was  turned 
adrift  out  of  the  Civil  Service.  Charley  was  the 
gander,  and  fond  as  I  am  of  him  for  his  many 
excellent  qualities,  I  am  fain  to  own  that  justice 
might  fairly  have  demanded  that  he  should  be 
cooked  after  the  same  receipt.  But  it  suited 
certain  potent  personages  to  make  a  swan  of  him, 
and  therefore,  though  it  had  long  been  an  assured 
fact  through  the  whole  service  that  no  man  was 
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ever  known  to  enter  the  Weights  and  Measures 
without  the  strictest  examination,  though  the 
character  of  aspirants  for  that  high  office  were 
always  subjected  to  a  rigid  scrutiny,  though 
knowledge,  accomplishments,  industry,  morality, 
outward  decency,  inward  zeal,  and  all  the  car- 
dinal virtues  were  absolutely  requisite,  still 
Charley  was  admitted,  without  any  examination 
or  scrutiny  whatever,  during  the  commotion  con- 
sequent upon  the  earthquake  above  described. 

It  is  a  part  of  the  British  constitution  that 
black  is  white  or  white  black,  when  official 
purposes  require  that  they  should  be  so ;  and 
indeed  it  is  a  necessary  part  of  the  constitution, 
for  without  it  no  srovernment  would  be  for  us 
practicable.  It  would  hardly  be  possible  that 
our  public  work  should  be  carried  on,  in  all  its 
details,  without  any  fault,  with  perfect  freedom 
from  blundering.  One  would  say  that  it  is  any- 
thing but  possible.  Faults  will  occur ;  but  as  no 
faults  may  be  forgiven,  no  faults  must  be  admit- 
ted. A  minister  who  would  once  own  that 
either  he  or  any  of  his  had  done  wrong  would 
soon  go  to  the  wall.  Faults  there  must  be,  but 
they  must  be  made  to  look  like  fresh  A^irtues. 
And  yet  our  business  has  to  get  itself  done  as  it 
were  out  in  the  open  air ;  or  at  least  under  a  glass 
case,  v/here  the  works  go  on,  visible  to  the  public 
eye,  like  the  wheels  of  a  new  fashioned  clock. 
All  mankind  are  looking  on ;  and  certain  men,  a 
noisy  overbearing^   class,  have  the   privilege    of 
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questioning  every  turn  of  every  wheel.  How, 
under  such  circumstances,  would  any  government 
be  possible,  if  some  clever  Mr.  Whip  Yigil  were 
not  always  ready  to  prove  that  black  is  white, 
and  white  black  ? 

Charley  went  to  the  Weights  some  time  during 
the  recess.  In  the  process  of  the  next  session 
Mr.  Nogo  gave  notice  that  he  meant  to  ask  the 
Grovernment  a  question  as  to  a  gross  act  of  in- 
justice which  had  been  perpetrated — so  at  least 
the  matter  had  been  represented  to  him — on  the 
suppression  of  the  Internal  Navigation  Office. 

Mr.  Nogo  did  not  at  first  find  it  very  easy  to 
get  a  fitting  opportunity  for  asking  his  question. 
He  had  to  give  notice,  and  inquiries  had  to  be 
made,  and  the  responsible  people  were  away,  and 
various  customary  accidents  happened,  so  that  it 
was  late  in  June  before  the  question  was  put. 
Mr.  Nogo,  however,  persevered  ruthlessly,  and 
after  six  months'  labour,  did  deliver  himself  of  an 
indignant  and,  as  his  friends  declared  to  him,  a 
very  telling  speech. 

It  was  reported  at  the  time  by  the  opposition 
newspapers,  and  need  not  therefore  be  given 
here.  But  the  upshot  was  this  :  two  men 
bearing  equal  character — Mr.  Nogo  would  not 
say  whether  the  characters  of  the  gentlemen  were 
good  or  bad — he  would  only  say  equal  charac- 
ters— sat  in  the  same  room  at  this  now  defunct 
office ;  one  was  Mr.  Corkscrew  and  the  other 
Mr.  Tudor.     One  had  no  friends    in  the  Civil 
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Service,  but  tlie  other  was  more  fortunate.  Mr. 
Corkscrew  had  been  sent  upon  the  world,  a  ruined, 
blighted  man,  without  any  compensation,  without 
any  regard  for  his  interests,  without  any  con- 
sideration for  his  past  services  or  fatm^e  prospects. 
They  would  be  told  that  the  Grovernment  had  no 
further  need  of  his  labours,  and  that  they  could 
not  dare  to  saddle  the  country  with  the  pension 
for  so  young  a  man.  But  what  had  been  done 
in  the  case  of  the  other  gentleman?  Why,  he 
had  been  put  into  a  valuable  situation,  in  the 
best  government  office  in  London,  had  been 
placed  over  the  heads  of  a  dozen  others,  who 
had  been  there  before  him,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  And 
then  Mr.  Nogo  ended  with  so  vehement  an  attack 
on  Sir  Gregory,  and  the  Grovernment  as  connected 
with  him,  that  the  dogs  began  to  whet  their 
teeth  and  prepare  for  a  tug  at  the  great  badger. 

But  circumstances  were  mischancey  with  Mr. 
Nogo ;  and  all  he  said  redounded  only  to  the 
credit  of  our  friend  Charley.  His  black  undoubt- 
edly was  black ;  the  merits  of  Charley  and  Mr. 
Corkscrew,  as  public  servants,  had  been  about 
equal;  but  Mr.  Whip  Yigil  turned  the  black 
into  white  in  three  minutes. 

As  he  got  upon  his  legs,  smiling  after  the 
manner  of  his  great  exemplar,  he  held  in  his 
hand  a  small  note  and  a  newspaper.  "  A  com- 
parison," he  said,  "  had  been  instituted  between 
the  merits  of  two  gentlemen  formerly  in  the 
employment  of  the  Crown,   one  of  whom  had 
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been  selected  for  furtlier  employment,  and  the 
other  rejected.  The  honourable  member  for 
Mile  End  had,  he  regretted  to  say,  instituted 
this  comparison.  They  all  knew  what  was  the 
proverbial  character  of  a  comparison.  It  was, 
however,  ready  made  to  his  hands,  and  there  was 
nothing  left  for  him,  Mr.  Wliip  Yigil,  but  to  go 
on  with  it.  This,  however,  he  would  do  in  as 
light  a  manner  as  possible.  It  had  been  thought 
that  the  one  gentleman  would  not  suit  the  public 
service,  and  that  the  other  would  do  so.  It  was 
for  him  merely  to  defend  this  opinion.  He  now 
held  in  his  hand  a  letter  written  by  \k\z  protege 
of  the  honourable  member  for  Limehouse ;  he 
would  not  read  it,"  (cries  of  Read,  read !)  "  no  he 
would  not  read  it,  but  the  honourable  member 
might  if  he  would — and  could.  He  himself 
was  prepared  to  say  that  a  gentleman  v\^ho  chose 
to  express  himself  in  such  a  style  in  his  private 
notes — this  note,  however,  was  not  private  in  the 
usual  sense — could  hardly  be  expected  to  com- 
mand a  proper  supply  of  wholesome  English  sucli 
as  the  service  of  the  Crown  demanded  !"  Then 
Mr.  Yigil  handed  across  to  Mr.  iNogo  poor 
Screwey's  unfortunate  letter  about  the  pork 
chops.  ''As  to  the  other  gentleman,  whose 
name  was  now  respectably  known  in  the  lighter 
walks  of  literature,  he  would,  if  permitted,  read 
the  opinion  expressed  as  to  his  style  of  language 
by  a  literary  publication  of  the  day ;  and  then 
the  House  would  see  whether  or  no  the  produce 
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of  tlie  Civil  Sendee  field  had  not  been  properly 
winnowed ;  whether  the  wheat  had  not  been 
garnered,  and  the  chaff  neglected."  And  then 
the  right  hononrable  gentleman  read  some  half 
dozen  lines,  highly  eulogistic  of  Charley's  first 
solitary  flight. 

Poor  Mr.  Nogo  remained  in  silence,  feeling 
that  his  black  had  become  white  to  all  intents 
and  purposes  ;  and  the  big  badger  sat  by  and 
grinned,  not  deigning  to  notice  the  dogs  around 
him.  Thus  it  may  be  seen  that  that  which  is 
sauce  for  the  s^oose  is  not  sauce  for  the  g-ander. 

Early  in  the  spring  Norman  w^as  married ;  and 
then,  as  had  been  before  arranged,  Charley  once 
more  went  to  Surbiton  Cottage.  The  marriage 
was  a  very  quiet  affair.  The  feeling  of  disgrace 
which  had  fallen  upon  them  all  since  the  days  of 
Alaric's  trial  had  by  no  means  worn  itself  away. 
There  were  none  of  them  yet — no,  not  one  of  the 
cottage  circle,  from  Uncle  Bat  down  to  the 
parlour-maid,  vxdio  felt  that  they  had  a  right  to 
hold  up  their  faces  before  the  light  of  day,  as 
they  had  formerly  done.  There  was  a  cloud  over 
their  house,  visible  perhaps  with  more  or  less 
distinctness  to  all  eyes,  but  which  to  themselves 
appeared  black  as  night.  That  evil  which  Alaric 
had  done  to  them  was  not  to  be  undone  in  a  few 
moons.  We  are  all  of  us  responsible  for  our 
friends,  fathers-in-law  for  their  sons-in-law, 
brothers    for   their    sisters,    husbands    for   their 
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wives,  parents  for  their  cliildren,  and  children 
even  for  their  parents.  We  cannot  wipe  off  from 
us,  as  with  a  wet  cloth,  the  stains  left  by  the 
fanlt  of  those  who  are  near  to  ns.  The  ink  spot 
will  cUng.  Oh  !  Alaric,  Alaric,  that  thon,  thou 
who  knewest  all  this,  that  thou  shouldest  have 
done  this  thing !  They  had  forgiven  his  offence 
against  them,  but  they  could  not  forget  their 
own  involuntary  participation  in  his  disgrace. 
It  was  not  for  them  now  to  shine  forth  to  the 
world  with  fine  gala  doings,  and  gay  gaudy 
colours,  as  they  had  done  when  Gertrude  had 
been  married. 

But  still  there  was  happiness,  quiet,  staid  hap- 
piness at  the  cottage.  Mrs.  Woodward  could  not 
but  be  happy  to  see  Linda  married  to  Harry 
Norman,  her  own  favourite,  him,  whom  she  had 
selected  in  her  heart  for  her  son-in-law  from  out 
of  all  the  world.  And  now  too  she  was  begfin- 
ning  to  be  conscious  that  Harry  and  Linda  were 
better  suited  for  each  other  than  he  and  Grertrude 
would  have  been.  Wliat  would  have  been  Linda's 
fate,  how  unendurable,  had  she  been  Alaric's  wife, 
when  Alaric  fell  ?  How  would  she  have  borne 
such  a  fall  ?  what  could  she  have  done,  poor  lamb, 
towards  mending  the  broken  thread  or  binding 
the  bruised  limbs?  what  balm  could  she  have 
poured  into  such  wounds  as  those,  which  fate 
had  inflicted  on  Grertrude  and  her  household. 
But    at    Norman's    Grove,    with   a   steady   old 
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housekeeper  at  her  back,  and  her  husband  al- 
ways by  her  to  give  her  courage,  Linda  would 
find  the  very  place  for  which  she  was  suited. 

And  then  Mrs.  Woodward  had  other  source  of 
joy,  of  hvehest  joy,  in  Katie's  mending  looks. 
She  was  at  the  wedding,  though  hardly  with  her 
mother's  approval.  As  she  got  better  her  old 
spirit  returned  to  her,  and  it  became  difficult  to 
refuse  her  anything.  It  was  in  vain  that  her 
mother  talked  of  the  cold  church,  and  easterly 
winds,  and  the  necessary  lightness  of  a  brides- 
maid's attire.  Katie  argued  that  the  church 
was  only  two  hundred  yards  off,  that  she  never 
suffered  from  the  cold,  and  that  though  dressed 
in  light  colours,  as  became  a  bridesmaid,  she 
would,  if  allowed  to  go,  wear  over  her  white 
frock  any  amount  of  cloaks  which  her  mother 
chose  to  impose  on  her.  Of  course  she  went, 
and  we  will  not  say  how  beautiful  she  looked, 
when  she  clung  to  Linda  in  the  vestry-room, 
and  all  her  mother's  wrappings  fell  in  disorder 
from  her  shoulders. 

So  Linda  was  married  and  carried  off  to  Nor- 
man's Grove,  and  Katie  remained  with  her  mo- 
ther and  Uncle  Bat. 

"  Mama,  we  will  never  part — will  we,  mama  ?" 
said  she,  as  they  comforted  each  other  that  even- 
ing after  the  Normans  were  gone,  and  when 
Charley  also  had  retm-ned  to  London. 

"  When  you  go,  Katie,  I  think  you  must  take 
me  with  you,"  said  her  mother,  smiling  through 
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lier  tears.  ''  But  wliat  will  poor  Uncle  Bat  do  ? 
I  fear  you  can't  take  him  also." 

"  I  will  never  go  from  you,  mama." 
Her  mother  knew  what  she  meant.  Charley 
had  been  there,  Charley  to  whom  she  had  de- 
clared her  love  when  lying,  as  she  thought,  on 
her  bed  of  death — Charley  had  been  there  again, 
and  had  stood  close  to  her,  and  touched  her  hand, 

and  looked Oh,  how  much  handsomer  he  was 

than  Harry,  how  much  brighter  than  Alaric  ! — 
he  had  touched  her  hand,  and  spoken  to  her  one 
word  of  joy  at  her  recovered  health.  But  that 
had  been  all.  There  was  a  sort  of  compact, 
Katie  knew,  that  there  should  be  no  other  Tudor 
marriage.     Charley  was  not  now  the  scamp  he 

had  been,  but  still It  was  understood  that  her 

love  was  not  to  win  its  object. 

"  I  will  never  go  from  you,  mama." 
But  Mrs.  Woodward's  heart  v^as  not  hard  as 
the  nether  millstone.  She  drew  her  daughter  to 
her,  and  as  she  pressed  her  to  her  bosom  she 
whispered  into  her  ears  that  she  now  hoped  they 
might  all  be  happy. 


CHAPTEE  XYIII. 


CONCLUSION. 


Our  tale  and  toils  liave  now  drawn  nigli  to  an 
end ;  our  loves  and  our  sorrows  are  over ;  and  we 
are  soon  to  part  company  with  the  three  clerks 
and  their  three  wives.  Their  three  wives  ?  Why, 
yes.  It  need  hardly  be  told  in  so  many  words 
to  an  habitual  novel  reader  that  Charley  did  get 
his  bride  at  last. 

Nevertheless,  Katie  kept  her  promise  to  Mrs. 
Woodward.  Wliat  promise  did  she  ever  make 
and  not  keep  ?  She  kept  her  promise,  and  did 
not  go  from  her  mother.  She  married  Mr. 
Charles  Tudor  of  the  Weights  and  Measm^es, 
that  distinguished  master  of  modern  fiction,  as 
the  "  Literary  Censor"  very  civilly  called  liim  the 
other  day ;  and  Mr.  Charles  Tudor  became  mas- 
ter of  Surbiton  Cottage. 

Eeader !  take  one  last  leap  with  me,  and  pre- 
sume that  two  years  have  flown  from  us  since 
the  end  of  the  last  chapter ;  or  rather  somewhat 
more  than  two  years,  for  we  would  have  it  high 
midsummer  when  we  take  our  last  farewell  of 
Surbiton  Cottage. 

But  sundry  changes  had  taken  place  at  the 
cottage,  and  of  such  a  nature  that,  were  it  not 
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for  the  old  name's  sake,  we  should  now  find  our- 
selves bound  to  call  the  place  Surhiton  Yilla,  or 
Surbiton  Hall,  or  Surbiton  House.  It  certainly 
had  no  longer  any  right  to  the  title  of  a  cottage, 
for  Charley,  in  anticipation  of  what  Lucina  might 
do  for  him,  had  added  on  sundry  rooms,  a  child- 
ren's room  on  the  ground  floor,  and  a  nin-sery 
above,  and  a  couple  of  additional  bed-rooms  on 
the  other  side,  so  that  the  house  was  now  a  com- 
fortable abode  for  an  increasing  family. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  are  now  speaking 
Lucina  had  not  as  yet  done  much,  for,  in  truth, 
Charley  had  been  married  but  little  over  twelve 
months ;  but  there  appeared  every  reason  to 
believe  that  the  goddess  would  be  propitious. 
There  was  already  one  little  rocking  shrine,  up  in 
that  cosy  temple  opening  out  of  Katie's  bed- 
,.  room — we  beg  her  pardon,  we  should  have  said 
Mrs.  Charles  Tudor's  bed-room — one  precious 
tabernacle  in  which  was  laid  a  little  man-deity,  a 
young  Charley,  to  whom  was  daily  paid  a  multi- 
tude of  very  sincere  devotions. 

How  precious  are  all  the  belongings  of  a  first 
baby ;  how  dear  are  the  cradle,  the  lace-caps,  the 
first  coral,  all  the  little  duds  which  are  made  with 
such  punctilious  care  and  anxious  efibrts  of  nicest 
needlework  to  encircle  that  small  lump  of  pink 
humanity  !  What  care  is  taken  that  all  shall  be 
in  order !  See  that  basket  lined  with  crimson 
silk,  prepared  to  hold  his  various  garments,  while 
the  mother,  jealous  of  her  nurse,  insists  on  tying 
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every  string  with  her  own  fingers.  And  then 
how  soon  the  change  comes  ;  how  different  it  is 
when  there  are  ten  of  them,  and  the  tenth  is  al- 
lowed to  inherit  the  well-worn  wealth  which  the 
ninth,  a  year  ago,  had  received  from  the  eighth. 
There  is  no  crimson  silk  basket  then,  I  trow. 

"  Jane,  Jane,  where  are  my  boots  ?"  "  Mary, 
I've  lost  my  trousers !"  Such  sounds  are  heard, 
shouted  through  the  house  from  powerful  lungs. 

"  Why,  Charley,"  says  the  mother,  as  her  eldest 
hope  rushes  in  to  breakfast  with  dishevelled  hair 
and  dirty  hands,  "you've  got  no  handkerchief 
on  your  neck — what  have  you  done  with  your 
handkerchief  ?  " 

"  No,  mama ;  it  came  off  in  the  hay-loft,  and 
I  can't  find  it." 

"Papa,"  says  the  lady  wife,  turning  to  her 
lord,  who  is  reading  his  newspaper  over  his 
coffee — "papa,  you  really  must  speak  to  Charley; 
he  will  not  mind  me.  He  was  dressed  quite 
nicely  an  hour  ago,  and  do  see  what  a  figure  he 
has  made  himself." 

"  Charley,"  says  papa,  not  quite  relishing  this 
disturbance  in  the  midst  of  a  very  interesting 
badger-baiting — "  Charley,  my  boy,  if  you  don't 
mind  your  P's  and  Q's,  you  and  I  shall  fall  out, 
mind  that;"  and  he  again  goes" on  with  his  sport; 
and  mama  goes  on  with  her  tea-pot,  looking  not 
exactly  like  patience  on  a  monument. 

Such  are  the  joys  which  await  you,  Mr.  Charles 
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Tudor ;  but  not  to  such,  have  you  as  yet  arrived. 
As  yet  there  is  but  the  one  little  pink  deity  in 
the  rocking  shrine  above ;  but  one,  at  least,  of 
your  own.  At  the  moment  of  which  we  are  now 
speaking  there  were  visitors  at  Surbiton  Cottage, 
and  the  new  nursery  was  brought  into  full  use. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  JSTorman,  of  Norman's  Grove,  were 
there  with  their  two  children  and  two  maids, 
and  grandmama  Woodward  had  her  hands  quite 
full  in  the  family  nursery  line. 

It  was  a  beautiful  summer  evening,  and  the 
two  young  mothers  were  sitting  with  Mrs. 
Woodward  and  Uncle  Bat  in  the  drawing-room, 
waiting  for  their  lords'  return  from  London.  As 
usual,  when  they  stayed  late,  the  two  men  were 
to  dine  at  their  club  and  come  down  to  tea.  The 
nurse-maids  were  walking  on  the  lawn  before  the 
window  with  their  charges,  and  the  three  ladies 
were  busily  employed  with  some  fairly-written 
manuscript  pages,  which  they  were  cutting  care- 
fully into  shape,  and  arranging  in  particular 
form. 

"  Now,  mama,"  said  Katie,  "  if  you  laugh  once 
while  you  are  reading  it,  you'll  spoil  it  all." 

"  I'U  do  the  best  I  can,  my  dear,  but  I'm  sure 
I  shall  break  down ;  you  have  made  it  so  very 
abusive,"  said  Mrs.  Woodward. 

"Mama,  I  think  I'll  take  out  that  about 
official  priggism — hadn't  I  better,  Linda  ?" 

"Indeed,  I  think  you  had;  I'm  sure,  mama 
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wonid  break  down  there,"  said  Linda.  "  Mama, 
I'am  sure  you  would  never  get  over  the  official 
priggism." 

"  I  don't  think  I  should,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs. 
Woodward. 

"Wliat  is  it  you  are  all  concocting?"  said 
Captain  Cuttwater ;  "  some  infernal  mischief,  I 
know,  craving  your  pardons." 

"If  you  tell.  Uncle  Bat,  111  never  forgive 
you,"  said  Katie. 

"  Oh,  you  may  trust  me,  I  never  spoil  sport  if 
I  can't  make  any;  but  the  fan  ought  to  be  very 
good,  for  you've  been  a  mortal  long  time  about 
it." 

And  then  the  two  younger  ladies  again  went 
on  clipping  and  arranging  their  papers,  while 
Mrs.  Woodv/ard  renewed  her  protest  that  she 
would  do  her  best  as  to  reading  their  production. 
^Yliile  they  were  thus  employed  the  postman's 
knock  was  heard,  and  a  letter  was  brought  in 
from  the  far  away  Australian  exiles.  The  period 
at  Avhich  these  monthly  missives  arrived  were 
moments  of  intense  anxiety,  and  the  letter  was 
seized  upon  with  eager  avidity.  It  was  from 
Gertrude  to  her  mother,  as  all  these  letters  were ; 
but  in  such  a  production  they  had  a  joint  pro- 
perty, and  it  was  hardly  possible  to  say  who  first 
mastered  its  contents. 

It  will  only  be  necessary  here  to  give  some 
extracts  from  the  letter,  which  was  by  no  means 
a  short  one.     So  much  must  be  done  in  order 
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tliat  our  readers  may  know  sometliing  of  tlie  fate 
of  those,  wlio  perhaps  may  be  called  the  hero  and 
heroine  of  the  tale.  The  author  does  not  so  call 
them;  he  professes  to  do  his  work  without  any 
such  appendages  to  his  story — heroism  there  may 
he,  and  he  hopes  there  is — more  or  less  of  it 
there  should  be  in  a  true  picture  of  most  cha- 
racters ;  but  heroes  and  heroines,  as  so  called,  are 
not  commonly  met  with  in  our  daily  walks  of 
life. 

Before  Grertrude's  letter  had  been  disposed  of, 
Norman  and  Charley  came  in,  and  it  was  there- 
fore discussed  in  full  conclave.  Alaric's  path  in 
the  land  of  his  banishment  had  not  been  over 
roses.  The  upward  struggle  of  men,  vfho  have 
fallen  from  a  high  place  once  gained,  that  second 
mounting  of  the  ladder  of  life,  seldom  is  an  easy 
path.  He,  and  with  him  Grertrude  and  his 
children,  had  been  called  on  to  pay  the  full  price 
of  his  backsliding.  His  history  had  gone  with 
him  to  the  Antipodes,  and  though  the  knowledge 
of  what  he  had  done  was  not  there  so  absolute  a 
clog  upon  his  efforts,  so  overpowering  a  burden 
as  it  would  have  been  in  London,  still  it  was  a 
burden  and  a  heavy  one. 

It  had  been  well  for  Gertrude  that  she  had 
prepared  herself  to  give  up  all  her  luxuries  by 
her  six  months'  residence  in  that  Millbank  Para- 
dise; of  luxuries,  for  some  time  she  had  little 
enough  in  the  "  good  and  happy  land,"  to  which 
she  had  taught  herself  and  her  children  to  look 
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forward.  That  land  of  promise  had  not  flowed 
with  milk  and  honey  when  first  she  put  her  foot 
upon  its  soil;  its  produce  for  her  had  been  gall 
and  bitter  herbs  for  many  a  weary  month  after 
she  first  landed.  But  her  heart  had  never  sunk 
within  her.  She  had  never  forgotten  that  he,  if 
lie  were  to  work  well,  should  have  at  least  one 
cheerful  companion  by  his  side.  She  had  been 
true  to  him,  then  as  ever.  And  yet  it  is  so  hard 
to  be  true  to  high  principles  in  little  things. 
The  heroism  of  the  Eoman,  who,  for  his  country's 
sake,  leapt  his  horse  into  a  bottomless  gulf,  was 
as  nothing  to  that  of  a  woman  who  can  keep  her 
temper  through  poverty,  and  be  cheerful  in  ad- 
versity. 

Through  poverty,  scorn,  and  bad  repute,  under 
fhe  privations  of  a  hard  life,  separated  from  so 
many  that  she  had  loved,  and  from  everything 
that  she  had  liked,  Gertrude  had  still  bee^i  true 
to  her  ideas  of  her  marriage-vow ;  true,  also,  to 
her  pure  and  single  love.  She  had  entwined 
herself  with  him  in  sunny  weather;  and  wdien 
the  storm  came,  she  did  her  best  to  shelter  the 
battered  stem  to  which  she  had  trusted  herself. 

By  degrees  things  mended  with  them ;  and  in 
this  letter,  which  is  now  passing  from  eager  hand 
to  hand  in  Katie's  drawing-room,  Grertrude  spoke 
wdtli  better  hope  of  their  futui'e  prospects. 

"  Thank  God,  we  are  once  more  all  well,"  she 
said ;  "  and  Alaric's  spirits  are  higher  than  they 
were.     He  has,  indeed,  had  much  to  try  them, 
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They  tliink,  I  believe,  in  England,  tliat  any  kind 
of  work  here  is  sure  to  command  a  high  price ; 
of  this  I  am  quite  sure,  that  in  no  employment 
in  England  are  people  so  tasked  as  they  are  here. 
Alaric  was  four  months  in  these  men's  counting- 
house,  and  I  am  sure  another  four  months  would 
have  seen  him  in  his  grave.  Though  I  knew  not 
then  what  other  provision  might  be  made  for  us, 
I  implored  him,  almost  on  my  knees,  to  give  up 
that.  He  was  expected  to  be  there  for  ten,  some- 
times twelve  hours  a  day ;  and  they  thought  he 
should  always  be  kept  going  like  a  steam-engine. 
You  know  Alaric  never  was  afraid  of  work ;  but 
that  would  have  killed  him.  And  what  was  it 
for  ?  Wliat  did  they  give  him  for  that — for  all 
his  talent,  all  his  experience,  all  his  skill  ?  And 
he  did  give  them  all.  His  salary  was  two  pounds 
ten  a  week !  And  then  when  he  told  them  of 
all  he  was  doing  for  them,  they  had  the  baseness 

to  remind  him  of .     Dearest  mother,  is  not 

the  world  hard  ?  It  was  that  that  made  me  insist 
that  he  should  leave  them." 

Alaric's  present  path  was  by  no  means  over 
roses.  This  certainly  was  a  change  from  those 
days  in  which  he  had  sat,  one  of  a  mighty  trio, 
at  the  Civil  Service  Examination  Board,  striking 
terror  into  candidates  by  a  scratch  of  his  pen, 
and  making  happy  the  desponding  heart  by  his 
approving  nod.  His  ambition  now  was  not  to 
sit  among  the  magnates  of  Great  Britain,  and 
make  his  voice  thunder  through  the  columns  of 
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tlie  "  Times ;"  it  ranged  somewhat  lower  at  tliis 
period,  and  was  confined  for  the  present  to  a 
strong  desire  to  see  his  wife  and  bairns  suffi- 
ciently fed,  and  not  left  absolutely  without 
clothing.  He  inquired  little  as  to  the  feeling 
of  the  electors  of  Strathbogy. 

And  had  he  utterly  forgotten  the  stirring 
motto  of  his  early  days  ?  Did  he  never  mutter 
*'  Excelsior  "  to  himself,  as,  with  weary  steps,  he 
drao^s^ed  himself  home  from  that  hated  countina"- 
house  ?  Ah  !  he  had  fatally  mistaken  the  mean- 
ing of  the  word  which  he  had  so  often  used. 
There  had  been  the  error  of  his  life.  Excelsior  1 
When  he  took  such  a  watchword  for  his  use,  he 
should  surely  have  taught  himself  the  meaning 
of  it. 

He  had  now  learnt  that  lesson  in  a  school 
somewhat  of  the  sternest;  but,  as  time  wore 
kindly  over  him,  he  did  teach  himself  to  accept 
the  lesson  with  humility.  His  spirit  had  been 
well  nigh  broken  as  he  was  carried  from  that 
court-house  in  the  Old  Bailey  to  his  prison  on 
the  river  side ;  and  a  broken  spirit,  like  a  broken 
goblet,  can  never  again  become  w^hole.  But 
Nature  was  a  kind  mother  to  him,  and  did  not 
permit  him  to  be  wholly  crushed.  She  still  left 
within  the  plant  the  germ  of  life,  which  enabled 
it  again  to  spring  up  and  vivify,  though  sorely 
bruised  by  the  heels  of  those  who  had  ridden 
over  it.  He  still  repeated  to  himself  the  old 
vratchword,  though  now  in  humbler   tone   and 
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more  bated  breath ;  and  it  may  be  presumed  that 
he  had  now  a  clearer  meaning  of  its  import. 

"  But  his  present  place/'  continued  Gertrude, 
"  is  much — ^verj  much  more  suited  to  him.  He 
is  corresponding  clerk  in  the  first  bank  here, 
and  though  his  pay  is  nearly  double  what  it 
was  at  the  other  place,  his  hours  of  work  are 
not  so  oppressive.  He  goes  at  nine  and  gets 
away  at  five — that  is,  except  on  the  arrival 
or  despatch  of  the  English  mails."  Here  was 
a  place  of  bliss  for  a  man  who  had  been  a  com- 
missioner, attending  at  the  office  at  such  hours 
as  best  suited  himself,  and  having  clerks  at  his 
beck  to  do  all  that  he  listed.  And  yet,  as  Grer- 
trude  said,  this  was  a  place  of  bliss  to  him. 
It  was  a  heaven  as  compared  with  that  other 
heU. 

"  Alley  is  such  a  noble  boy,"  said  G-ertrude, 
becoming  almost  joyous  as  she  spoke  of  her  own 
immediate  cares.  "  He  is  most  like  Katie,  I 
think,  of  us  all ;  and  yet  he  is  very  like  his 
papa.  He  goes  to  a  day-school  now,  with  his 
books  slung  over  his  back  in  a  bag.  You  never 
saw  such  a  proud  little  fellow  as  he  is,  and  so 
manly.  Charley  is  just  like  you — oh  !  so  like. 
It  makes  me  so  happy  that  he  is.  He  did  not 
talk  so  early  as  Alley,  but,  nevertheless,  he  is 
more  forward  than  the  other  children  I  see  here. 
The  little  monkeys  1  they  are  neither  of  them 
the  least  like  me.  But  one  can  alwa3^s  see  one- 
self, and  it  don't  matter  if  one  does  not." 
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"  If  ever  there  was  a  brick,  Grertrncle  is  one," 
-said  Norman. 

"  A  brick  !"  said  Charley — "  why  yon  might 
cut  her  to  pieces,  and  build  another  Kennington 
palace  out  of  the  slices.  I  believe  she  is  a  brick." 

"  I  wonder  whether  I  shall  ever  see  her  again," 
said  Mrs.  Woodward,  not  with  dry  eyes. 

"  Oh  yes,  mama,"  said  Katie.  "  She  shall  come 
home  to  us  some  day,  and  Ave  will  endeavour  to 
reward  her  for  it  all." 

Dear  Katie — who  will  not  love  you  for  such 
endeavour  ?  But,  indeed,  the  reward  for  heroism 
€ometh  not  here. 

There  was  much  more  in  the  letter,  but 
enough  has  been  given  for  our  purpose.  It  will 
be  seen  that  hope  yet  remained  both  for  Alaric 
and  his  wife  ;  and  hope  not  without  a  reasonable 
base.  Bad  as  he  had  been,  it  had  not  been  ^dth 
him  as  with  Undy  Scott.  The  dcAal  had  not  con- 
trived to  put  his  whole  claw  upon  him.  He  had 
not  divested  himself  of  human  affections  and 
celestial  hopes.  He  had  not  reduced  himself  to 
the  present  level  of  a  beast,  with  the  disadA^an- 
tages  of  a  soul  and  of  an  eternity,  as  the  other 
man  had  done.  He  had  not  put  himself  beyond 
the  pale  of  true  brotherhood  with  his  fellow-men. 
We  would  have  hanged  Undy,  had  the  laws  per- 
mitted us  ;  but  now  we  will  say  farewell  to  the 
other,  hoping  that  he  may  yet  achieve  exaltation 
of  another  kind. 

And  to  thee,  Gertrude — how  shall  we  say  fare- 
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well  to  tliee,  excluded  as  thou  art  from  that  dear 
home,  where  those  who  love  thee  so  well  are  now 
so  happy  ?  Their  only  care  remaming  is  now 
thy  absence.  Adversity  has  tried  thee  in  its  cru- 
cible, and  thou  art  found  to  be  of  virgin  gold, 
unalloyed ;  hadst  thou  still  been  lapped  in  pros- 
perity, the  true  ring  of  thy  sterling  metal  would 
never  have  been  heard.  Farewell  to  thee,  and 
may  those  young  budding  flowerets  of  thine 
break  forth  into  golden  fruit  to  gladden  thy 
heart  in  coming  days  ! 

The  reading  of  Grertrude's  letter,  and  the  con- 
sequent discussion,  somewhat  put  off  the  execu- 
tion of  the  little  scheme  which  had  been  devised 
for  that  evening's  amusement ;  but,  nevertheless, 
it  was  still  broad  daylight  when  Mrs.  Woodward 
consigned  the  precious  document  to  her  desk ; 
the  drawing-room  windows  were  still  open,  and 
the  bairns  were  still  being  fondled  in  the  room. 
It  was  the  first  week  in  July,  when  the  night 
almost  loses  her  dominion,  and  when  those  hours 
which  she  generally  claims  as  her  own,  become 
the  pleasantest  of  the  day. 

"  Oh,  Charley,"  said  Katie,  at  last.  "  We  have 
great  news  for  you,  too.  Here  is  another  review 
on  the  '  World's  last  Wonder.'  " 

Now  the  "  World's  last  Wonder"  was  Char- 
ley's third  novel ;  but  he  was  still  sensitive 
enough  on  the  subject  of  reviews  to  look  with 
much  anxiety  for  what  was  said  of  him.  These 
notices  were   habitually    sent  down  to    him   at 
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Hampton,  and  his  custom  was  to  make  his  wife 
or  her  mother  read  them,  while  he  sat  by  in 
lordly  ease  in  his  arm-chair,  receiving  homage 
when  homage  came  to  him,  and  criticizing  the 
critics  when  they  were  uncivil. 

"  Have  you  ?"  said  Charley ;  "  what  is  it  ?  why 
did  you  not  show  it  me  before  ?" 

"Wliy,  we  were  talking  of  dear  Gertrude," 
said  Katie  ;  "and  it  is  not  so  pleasant,  but  that 
it  will  keep.     Wliat  paper  do  you  think  it  is  ?" 

"  What  paper  ?  how  on  earth  can  I  tell — show 
it  me. 

"  ^0  ;  but  do  guess,  Charley ;  and  then  mama 
will  read  it — pray  guess  now." 

"  Oh,  bother,  I  can't  guess.  The  '  Literary 
Censor,'  I  suppose — I  know  they  have  turned 
against  me." 

"  No,  it's  not  that ;"  said  Linda,  ''  guess  again." 

"  The  '  Gruardian  Angel,'  said  Charley. 

"  No — that  angel  has  not  taken  you  under  his 
V\^ings  as  yet,"  said  Katie. 

"  I  know  it's  not  the  '  Times,'  said  Charley, 
"  for  I  have  seen  that." 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  Katie,  seriously ;  *'  if  it  was 
anything  of  that  sort,  we  would  not  keep  you 
in  suspense." 

"  "Well,  I'll  be  shot  if  I  guess  any  more — there 
are  such  thousands  of  them." 

"  But  there  is  only  one  '  Daily  Dehght,'  said 
Mrs.  Woodward. 

"  Nonsense  !"  said  Charley.   "  You  don't  mean 
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to  tell  me  that  my  dear  old  friend  and  foster- ^ 
father  has  fallen  foul  of  me — my  old  teacher? 
and  master,  if  not  spiritual  pastor ;  well — ^well — 
well.  The  ingratitude  of  the  age !  I  gave  him 
my  two  beautiful  stories,  the  first-fruits  of  my 
vine,  all  for  love ;  to  tliink  that  he  should  now 
lay  his  treacherous  axe  to  the  root  of  the  young 
tree — well,  give  it  here." 

"  No — mama  will  read  it — ^we  want  Harry  to 
hear  it." 

"Oh,  yes — let  Mrs.  Woodward  read  it,"  said 
Harry.  "  I  trust  it  is  severe.  I  know  no  man 
who  wants  a  dragging  over  the  coals  more 
peremptorily  than  you  do." 

"  Thankee,  sir.  Well,  grandmama,  go  on ; 
but  if  there  be  anything  very  bad,  give  me  a  little 
notice,  for  I  am  nervous." 

And  then  Mrs.  Woodward  began  to  read, 
Linda  sitting  with  Katie's  baby  in  her  arms, 
and  Katie  performing  a  similar  oflS.ce  for  her 
sister. 

'The  "World's  Last  Wonder,"  by  Charles 
Tudor,  Esq.' 

" He  begins  with  a  lie,"  said  Charley,  "for  I 
never  called  myself  Esquire." 

"  Oh,  that  was  a  mistake,"  said  Katie,  forget- 
ting herself. 

"  Men  of  that  kind  shouldn't  make  such  mis- 
takes," said  Charley ;  "  when  one  fellow  attempts 
to  cut  up  another  fellow,  he  ought  to  take  special 
care  that  he  does  it  fairly." 
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'  By  the  author  of  "  Bathos. 

"I  didn't  put  that  in,"  said  Charley;  "that 
was  the  pubhsher.     I  only  put  Charles  Tudor." 

"  Don't  be  so  touchy,  Charley,  and  let  me  go 
on,"  said  Mrs.  Woodward. 

"  Well,  fire  away — it's  good  fun  to  you  I  dare 
say ;  as  the  fly  said  to  the  spider." 

"  Well,  Charley — at  any  rate  we  are  not  the 
spiders,"  said  Linda.  Katie  said  nothing,  but 
she  could  not  help  feeling  that  she  must  look 
rather  spiderish. 

'Mr.  Tudor  has  acquired  some  little  reputa- 
tion as  a  humorist,  but  as  is  so  often  the  case 
with  those  who  make  us  laugh,  his  very  success 
will  prove  his  ruin.' 

"Then  upon  my  word  the  'Daily  Delight'  is 
safe,"  said  Charley.  "  It  will  never  be  ruined  in 
that  way." 

'There  is  an  elaborate  jocosity  about  him,  a 
determined  eternity  of  most  industrious  fan, 
which  gives  us  the  idea  of  a  boy  who  is  being 
rewarded  for  having  duly  learnt  by  rote  his  daily 
lesson  out  of  Joe  Miller.' 

"  Now,  I'll  bet  ten  to  one  he  has  never  read 
the  book  at  all — ^well,  never  mind — go  on." 

'The  "World's  Last  Wonder"  is  the  de- 
scription of  a  woman  who  kept  a  secret  under 
certain  temptations  to  reveal  it,  which,  as  Mr. 
Tudor  supposes,  might  have  moved  any  daughter 
of  Eve  to  break  her  faith.' 
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"  I  liaven't  supposed  anything  of  the  kind," 
said  Charley. 

'  This  secret,  which  we  shall  not  disclose,  as 
we  would  not  wish  to  be  thought  less  trust- 
worthy than  Mr.  Tudor' s  wonderful  woman — ' 

"  We  shall  find  that  he  does  disclose  it,   of 
course  ;  that  is  the  way  with  all  of  them."     * 
— '  Is    presumed  to  permeate  the  whole  three 
volumes.' 

"It  is  told  at  full  length  in  the  middle  of  the 
second,"  said  Charley. 

'  And  the  effect  upon  the  reader  of  course  is, 
that  he  has  ceased  to  interest  himself  about  it, 
long  before  it  is  disclosed  to  him  ! 

'  The  lady  in  question  is  engaged  to  be  married 
to  a  gentleman,  a  circumstance  which  in  the 
pages  of  a  novel  is  not  calculated  to  attract  much 
special  attention.  She  is  engaged  to  be  married, 
but  the  gentleman  who  has  the  honour  of  being 
her  intended  sposo ' 

"  Intended  sposo  !"  said  Charley,  expressing 
by  his  up-turned  lip  a  withering  amount  of 
scorn — "  how  well  I  know  the  fellow's  low 
attempts  at  wit !  That's  the  editor  himself — 
that's  my  literary  papa.  I  know  him  as  well  as 
though  I  had  seen  him  at  it." 

Katie  and  Mrs.  Woodward  exchanged  furtive 
glances,  but  neither  of  them  moved  a  muscle  of 
her  face. 

'  But  the  gentleman  who  has  the  honour  of 


CONCLUSION.  32D 

being  her  intended  sposo/  continued  Mrs.  Wood- 
ward. 

"  Wliat  the  devil's  a  sposo  ?"  said  Uncle  Bat, 
who  was  sitting  in  an  arm-chair  with  a  handker- 
chief over  his  head. 

"  Wliy,  you're  not  a  sposo,  Uncle  Bat,"  said 
Linda  ;  "  but  Harry  is,  and  so  is  Charley." 

"  Oh,  I  see,"  said  the  captain ;  "  it's  a  bird 
with  his  wings  clipj^ed." 

'  But  the  gentleman  who  has  the  honour  of 

being    her    intended     sposo ,'     again    read 

Mrs.  Woodward. 

"  Now  I'm  sure  I'm  speaking  by  the  card," 
said  Charley,  "  when  I  say  that  there  is  not 
another  man  in  London  who  could  have  written 
that  line,  and  who  would  have  used  so  detestable 
a  word.  I  think  I  remember  his  using  it  in  one 
of  his  lectures  to  me ;  indeed  I'm  sure  I  do. 
Sposo  !  I  should  like  to  tweak  his  nose  oh  !" 

"  Are  you  going  to  let  me  go  on  ?"  said  Mrs. 
Woodward — '  her  intended  sposo' — Charley  gave 
a  kick  with  his  foot  and  satisfied  himself  with 
that — '  is  determined  to  have  nothing  to  say  to 
her  in  the  matrimonial  hne  till  she  has  revealed 
to  him  this  secret  which  he  thinks  concerns  his 
own  honour,' 

"  There  I  knew  he'd  teU  it." 

"  He  has  not  told  it  yet,"  said  Norman. 

'  The  lady  however  is  obdurate,  wonderfully  so, 
of  course,  seeing  that  she  is  the  world's  last  won- 
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der,  and  so  tlie  match  is  broken  off.  But  the  secret 
is  of  such  a  nature  that  the  lady's  invincible 
objection  to  reveahng  it  is  bound  up  with  the 
fact  of  her  being  a  promised  bride/ 

"  I  wonder  he  didn't  say  sposa,"  said 
Charley. 

"  I  never  thought  of  that,"  said  Katie. 

Mrs.  Woodward  and  Linda  looked  at  her,  but 
Charley  did  not,  and  her  blunder  passed  by  un- 
noticed. 

'  Now  that  she  is  free  from  her  matrimonial 
bonds,  she  is  free  also  to  tell  the  secret ;  and 
indeed  the  welfare  both  of  the  gentleman  and 
of  the  lady  imperiously  demand  that  it  should  be 
told.  Should  he  marry  her,  he  is  destined  to 
learn  it  after  his  marriage  ;  should  he  not  marry 
her,  he  may  hear  it  at  any  time.  She  sends  for 
him  and  tells  him,  not  the  first  of  these  facts, 
by  doing  which  all  difficulty  would  have  at  once 
been  put  an  end  to ' 

"  It  is  quite  clear  he  has  never  read  the  story, 
quite  clear,"  said  Charley. 

'  She  tells  him  only  the  last,  viz.  that  as 
they  are  now  strangers  he  may  know  the  secret ; 
but  that  when  once  known  it  will  raise  a  barrier 
between  them  that  no  years,  no  penance,  no 
sorrow  on  his  part,  no  tenderness  on  hers  can 
ever  break  down.  She  then  asks  him — ^will  he 
hear  the  secret  ?' 

"  She   does   not   ask   any   such   thing,"    said 
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• 

Cliarlej,  ''the  letter  tliat  contains  it  has  been 
already  sent  to  him.  She  merely  gives  him  an 
oj^portunity  of  returning  it  imopened." 

'  The  gentleman,  who  is  not  without  a  grain 
of  obstinacy  in  his  o^\ti  composition  and  many 
grains  of  curiosity,  declares  it  to  be  impossible 
that  he  can  go  to  the  altar  in  ignorance  of  facts 
which  he  is  bound  to  know,  and  the  lady  who 
seems  to  be  of  an  affectionate  disposition  falls  in 
tenderness  at  his  feet.  She  is  indeed  in  a  very 
winning  mood,  and  quite  inclined  to  use  every 
means  allovv^able  to  a  lady  for  retaining  her  lover, 
every  means  that  is  short  of  that  specially 
feminine  one  of  telling  her  secret.' 

'  We  will  give  an  extract  from  this  love  scene, 
partly  for  the  sake  of  its  grotesque  absurdity — ' 

Charley  kicked  out  another  foot,  as  though  he 
thought  that  the  editor  of  the  "Daily  Delight" 
might  perhaps  be  mthin  reach. 

'  — And  ]3artly  because  it  gives  a  fair  example 
of  the  manner  in  vrhich  Mr.  Tudor  endeavours 
to  be  droll  even  in  the  midst  of  his  most  tender 
passages. 

'  "  Leonora  was  at  this  time  seated — "  ' 

"  Oh,  skip  the  extract,"  said  Charley ;  "I  sup- 
pose there  are  three  or  four  pages  of  it." 

"  It  goes  doAvn  to  where  Leonora  says  that  his 
fate  and  her  own  are  in  his  hands." 

"  Yes,  about  three  columns,"  said  Charley ; 
"that's  an  easy  way  of  making  an  article — eh, 
Harry  ?  " 
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"  Aliter  non  fit,  amice,  liher^'  said  the  classical 
Norman. 

"Well,  skip  the  extract,  grandmama." 

'Now,  did  any  one  ever  before  read  sncli  a 
mixture  of  the  bombastic  and  the  burlesque? 
We  are  called  upon  to  cry  over  every  joke,  and, 
for  the  life  of  us,  we  cannot  hold  our  sides  when 
the  catastrophes  occur.  It  is  a  salad  in  which 
the  pungency  of  the  vinegar  has  been  wholly 
subdued  by  the  oil,  and  the  fatness  of  the  oil 
destroyed  by  the  tartness  of  the  vinegar.' 

"  His  old  simile,"  said  Charley ;  "he  was  al- 
ways talking  about  literary  salads." 

'  The  gentleman,  of  course,  gives  way  at  the 
last  minute,'  continued  Mrs.  Woodward.  '  The 
scene  in  which  he  sits  with  the  unopened  letter 
lying  on  his  table  before  him  has  some  merit; 
but  this  probably  arises  from  the  fact  that  the 
letter  is  dumb,  and  the  gentleman  equally  so.' 

"  D — nation  !  "  said  Charley,  whose  patience 
could  not  stand  such  impudence  as  this. 

*  The  gentleman,  who,  as  we  should  have 
before  said,  is  the  eldest  son  of  a  man  of  large 
reputed  fortune — ' 

"  There — I  knew  he'd  tell  it." 

"  Oh,  but  he  hasn't  told  it,"  said  Norman. 

"  Doesn't  the  word  '  reputed '  tell  it  ?  " 

'  — The  eldest  son  of  a  man  of  large  reputed 
fortune  does  at  last  marry  the  heroine ;  and  then 

he  discovers .     But  what  he  discovers,  those 

who  feel  any  interest  in  the  matter  may  learn  from 
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tile  book  itself;  we  must  profess  that  we  felt 
none/ 

'  We  will  not  say  tliat  tliere  is  nothing  in  the 
work  indicative  of  talent.  The  hero's  valet, 
Jacob  Brush,  and  the  heroine's  lady's-maid, 
Jacintha  Pintail,  are  both  humorous  and  good  in 
their  way.  Whj  it  should  be  so,  we  do  not  pre- 
tend to  say;  but  it  certainly  does  appear  to  us 
that  Mr.  Tudor  is  more  at  home  in  the  servants' 
hall,  than  in  the  lady's  boudoir.' 

"  Abominable  scoundrel,"  said  Charley. 

'  But  what  we  must  chiefly  notice,'  continued 
the  article,  '  in  the  furtherance  of  those  views  by 
which  we  profess  that  we  are  governed — ' 

"Now,  I  know,  we  are  to  have  something  very 
grandiloquent  and  very  false,"  said  Charley. 

' is  this;  that  no  moral  purpose  can  be 

served  by  the  volumes  before  us.  The  hero  acts 
wTongly  throughout,  but  nevertheless  he  is  re- 
warded at  last.     There  is  no  Nemesis ' 

''No  what?"  said  Charley,  jumping  up  from 
his  chair  and  looking  over  the  table. 
.  "  No  Nemesis,"  said  Mrs.  Woodward,  speaking 
with  only  half-sustained  voice,  and  covering  with 
her  arms  the  document  which  she  had  been  read- 
ing. 

Charley  looked  sharply  at  his  mfe,  then  at 
Linda,  and  then  at  Mrs.  Woodward.  Not  one 
of  them  could  keep  her  face.  He  made  a  snatch 
at  the  patched-up  manuscript,  and  as  he  did  so, 


334  THE    THREE    CLERKS. 

Katie  almost  tlirew  out  of  lier  arms  tlie  baby  slie 
was  holding. 

"Take  bim,  Harry,  take  bim,"  said  sbe,  band- 
ing over  tbe  cliild  to  bis  fatber.  And  tben 
gliding  quick  as  tboiigbt  tbrongb  tbe  furniture 
of  tbe  drawing-room,  sbe  darted  out  upon  tbe 
lawn,  to  save  berself  from  tbe  coming  storm. 

Cbarley  was  quickly  after  ber ;  but  as  be  made 
bis  exit,  one  cbair  fell  to  tbe  rigbt  of  bim,  and 
anotber  to  tbe  left.  Mrs.  Woodward  followed 
tbem,  and  so  did  Harry  and  Linda,  eacb  witb  a 
baby. 

And  tben  Captain  Cuttwater  waking  from  bis 
placid  nap,  rubbed  bis  eyes  in  wondering  amaze- 
ment. 

"Wliat  tbe  devil  is  all  tbe  row  about?"  said 
be.     But  tbere  was  nobody  to  answer  bim. 
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